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*' Song from baser thoughts should win us; 
Song should charm us out of woe ; 
SoDg should stir the heart within us, 
Like a patriot's friendly blow. 

** Pains and pleasures, all man doeth. 

War and peace, and riglit and wrong, — 
All things that the soul subdueth. 
Should be vanquish'd, too, by Song. 

*' Song should spur the mind to duty, 
Nerve the weak, and stir the strong : 
Every deed of truth and beauty 
Should be crown*d by starry Song ! " 



LIFE-LIGHTS OF SONG. 



SONGS 



OF 



LIFE AND LABOUR. 



EDITED BY 



DAVID PAGE, F.R.S.E., F.G.S., 

AUTHOR OF ** PHILOSOPHY OF GEOLOGY," ETC. 










X 



/ 



EDINBURGH : 
W I L L 1 A jM \\ N 1 M M O. 



H80 



1864. 



.1. 



^7- 




Edinburgh : Printed by Ballantyne &* Company, PauVs Work. 



PREFACE, 




NE of the noblest functions of poetry is to 
nerve the spirit for the realities of Life 
and Labour. As there is no evading of 
these realities, be they pleasant or painful, so there 
is none to whom the voice of Song may not come 
with its notes of encouragement and consolation. 
Energetic or indolent, prosperous or unsuccessful, 
hopeful or despondent — all need alike an index- 
finger to the path of duty, if not to incite, at least 
to remind, and if not to congratulate, at least to 
soothe and determine. To this end the every-day 
teachings of prose were tame and ineffectual com- 
pared with the stirring strains of the poet; and 
under this belief we have in the present Selection 
enlisted their assistance. 

In no lyrical theme does modem poetry more 
excel than in that of Life and Labour; and to 
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none has the muse of our more earnest writers 
been so enthusiastically devoted. Incentives to 
life-action, sense of duty, the dignity pf labour, 
the value of the present, the importar^e of self- 
reliance, and hundreds of similar topics havjp been 
ennobled by their Song, which has become an 
acknowledged power in the social and moral pro- 
gress of the day. From these sources we have 
selected the "Life-Lights'' of the present volume — 
bearing especially in mind the requirements of the 
young and inexperienced, the toiled and tried, and 
those (of whom, alas ! there are always too many) 
who would look to others for what they shrink 
from doing for themselves. As life has its duties, 
and duty demands labour, so the aim has been 
to inculcate submission, cheerfulness, and hope — 
the doing of that which lies immediately before 
us — and above all, facing heartily and manfully 
the lot which Providence has assigned to us. 

'* Droop not, though shame, sin, and anguish are round thee ; 
Bravely fling off ^e cold chain that hath bound thee ; 
Look on yon pure heaven smiling beyond thee ; 

Rest not content in thy darkness — a clod ! 
Work for some good — ^be it ever so slowly; 
Cherish some flower — ^be it ever so lowly; 
Labour !— all labour is noble and holy: 

Let thy great deeds be thy prayer to thy God.'* 
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As in the previous volumes of the series, so in 
this, the Selection has been made from the wide 
field of modern poetry, and in several instances 
&om the works of lining authors. To them and 
to theii^ publishers we offer our most cordial thanks 
for the kind assistance thereby rendered to our 
design; and if in any instance the authorship 
remains unacknowledged, the omission has arisen, 
not from neglect, but from the want of better, 
information. 



Edinburgh, March 1864. 
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A PSALM OF LIFE. 

WHAT THE HEART OF THE YOUNG MAN SAID TO 

THE PSALMIST. 

ELL me not, in mournful numbers, 
Life is but an empty dream ! 
For the soul is dead that slumbers, 
And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real ! Life is earnest ! 

And the grave is not its goal ; 
Dust thou art, to dust retumest, 

Was not spoken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow. 

Is our destined end or way ; 

But to act, that each to-morrow 

Find us farther than to-day. 

A 
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Art is loiig, and Time is fleeting, 

And our hearts, though stout and brave, 

Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle, 

In the bivouac of Life, 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle ! 

Be a hero in the strife ! 

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant I 
Let the dead Past bury its dead ! 

Act, — act in the living Present ! 
Heart within, and God overhead 1 

Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime. 

And, departing, le^ve behind us 

Footprints on the sands of time ; * 

Footprints, that perhaps another. 

Sailing o'er life's solemn main, 
A forlorn and shipwreck'd brother, 

Seeing, shall take heart again. 

Let us, then, be up and doing, 

With a heart for any fate. 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Learn to labour and to wait 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807- 
-American. 
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ODE TO DUTY. 

Stern daughter of the Voice of God ! 
O Duty ! if that name thou love 
Who art a light to guide, a rod 
To check the erring, and reprove ; 
Thou who art victory and law 
When empty terrors overawe \ 
From vain temptations dost set free ; 
And calm'st the weary strife of frail humanity \ 

There are who seek not if thine eye 
Be on them ; who, in love and truth. 
Where no misgiving is, rely 
Upon the genial sense of youth : 
Glad hearts 1 without reproach or blot j 
Who do thy work, and know it not : 
May joy be theirs while life shall last 1 
And thou, if they should totter, teach them to stand fast ! 

Serene shall be our days and bright, 
And happy shall our nature be, 
When love is an unerring light. 
And joy its own security. 
And blest are they who in the main 
This faith, even now, do entertain : 
Love in the spirit of this creed ; 
Yet find that other strength, according to their need. 
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I, loving freedom, and untried ; 
No sport of every random gust, 
Yet being to myself a guide, 
Too blindly have reposed my trust : 
Full oft, when in my heart was heard 
Thy timely mandate, I deferred 
The task imposed, from day to day ; 
But thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may. 

Through no disturbance of my soul. 
Or strong compunction in me wrought, 
I supplicate for thy control ; 
But in the quietness of thought : 
Me this unchartered freedom tires j 
I feel the weight of chance desires : 
My hopes no more must change their name, 
I long for a repose which ever is the same. 

Stem lawgiver ! yet thou dost wear 
The Godhead's most benignant grace j 
Nor know we anything so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face j 
Flowers laugh before thee on their beds ; 
And fragrance in thy footing treads ; 
Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong ; 
And the most ancient heavens, through thee, are fresh 
and strong. 

To humbler functions, awful power 1 
I call thee : I myself commend 
Unto thy guidance from this hour ; 
Oh I let my weakness have an end ! 



SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR, 

Give unto me, made lowly wise, 
The spirit of self-sacrifice ; 
The confidence of reason give ; 
And in the light of truth thy bondsman let me live ! 

William Wordsworth, 1770-1850. 



XS>®:^T 



INCENTIVES TO LIFE-ACTION. 

See how the day beameth brightly before us ! 

Blue is the firmament, green is the earth ; 
Grief hath no voice in the universe-chorus — 

Nature is ringing with music and mirth. 
Lift up the looks that are sinking in sadness — 

Gaze ! and if beauty can capture thy soul. 
Virtue herself will allure thee to gladness — 

Gladness, philosophy's guerdon and goal 

Enter the treasuries pleasure uncloses — 

List! how she thrills in the nightingale's lay I 
Breathe ! she is wafting thee sweets from the roses ; 

Feel ! she is cool in the rivulet* s play \ 
Taste I from the grape and the nectarine gushing 

Flows the red rill in the beams of the sun — 
Green in the hills, in the flower-groves blushing. 

Look ! she is always and everywhere one. 
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Banish, then, mourner, the tears that are trickling 

Over the cheeks that should rosily bloom ; 
Why should a man, like a girl or a sickling, 

SujQfer his lamp to be quench'd in the tomb ? 
Still may we battle for goodness and beauty ; 

Still hath philanthropy much to essay : 
Glory rewards the fulfilment of duty ; 

Rest will paviUon the end of our way. 

What though corroding and multiplied sorrows, 

Legion-like, darken this planet of ours, 
Hope is a balsam the wounded heart borrows. 

Ever when anguish hath palsied its powers ; 
Wherefore, though fate play the part of a traitor. 

Soar o'er the stars on the pinions of hope, 
Fearlessly certain that sooner or later 

Over the stars thy desire shall have scope. 

Look round about on the face of creation ! 

Still is God's earth undistorted and bright ; 
Comfort the captives to long tribulation, 

Thus shalt thou reap the more perfect delight 
Love ! — ^but if love be a hallow'd emotion, 

Purity only its rapture should share j 
Love, then, with willing and deathless emotion. 

All that is just, and exalted, and fair. 

Act I — ^for in action are wisdom and glory. 
Fame, immortality — these are its crown : 

Wouldst thou illumine the tablets of story, 
Build on achievements thy dome of renown. 
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-I 
Honour and feeling were given thee to cherish ; 

Cherish them, then, though all else should decay : 
Landmarks be these that are never to perish, 
Stars that will shine on thy duskiest day. 

Courage ! — disaster and peril once over. 

Freshen the spirit, as showers the grove : 
O'er the dim graves that the cj^resses cover. 

Soon the " forget-me-not " rises in love. 
Courage, then, friends ! though the universe crumble, 

Innocence, dreadless of danger beneath. 
Patient and trustful, and joyous and humble, 

Smiles through the ruin on darkness and death. 

-German of Seewis. 



LABOUR. 

Labour is rest — from the sorrows that greet us : 
Rest from all petty vexations that meet us ; 
Rest from sin-promptings that ever entreat us ; 

Rest from world-syrens that lure us to ill 
Work — and pure slumbers shall wait on thy pillow ; 
Work — thou shalt ride over Care's coming billow ; ' 
Lie not down wearied 'neath Woe's weeping willow : 

Work with a stout heart and resolute will ! 
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Labour is health ! Lo the husbandman reaping, 
How through his veins goes the life-current leaping ; 
How his strong arm, in its stalwart pride sweeping, 

Free as a sunbeam the swift sickle guides ! 
Labour is wealth — in the sea the pearl groweth, 
Rich the queen's robe from the frail cocoon floweth, 
From the fine acorn the stirring forest bloweth, 

Temple and statue the marble block hides. 

Droop not, though shame, sin, and anguish are round 

thee j 
Bravely fling off the cold chain that hath bound thee ; 
Look on yon pure heaven smiling beyond thee ; 

Rest not content in thy darkness — a clod ! 
Work for some good — ^be it ever so slowly ; 
Cherish some flower — be it ever so lowly ; 
Labour ! — all labour is noble and holy : 

Let thy great deeds be thy prayer to thy God. 

Pause not to dream of the future before us ; 

Pause not to weep the wild cares that come o'er us ; 

Hark how Creation's deep musical chorus, 

Unintermitting, goes up into Heaven ! 
Never the ocean wave falters in flowing ; 
Never the little seed stops in its growing ; 
More and more richly the rose-heart kfeeps glowing, 

Till from its nourishing stem it is riven. 

" Labour is worship !" — the robin is singing ; 
" Labour is worship !" — the wild bee is ringing ; 
Listen I that eloquent whisper, upspringing. 
Speaks to thy soul from out nature's heart 
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From the dark cloud flows the life-giving shower ; 
From the rough sod comes the soft-breathing flower ; 
From the small insect the rich coral bower ; 
Only man^ in the plan, ever shrinks from his part 

Labour is life ! 'Tis the still water faileth j 

Idleness ever despaireth, bewaileth : 

Keep the watch wound, for the dark rust assaileth ; 

Flowers droop and die in the stillness of noon. 
Labour is glory ! — the flying cloud lightens ; 
Only the waving wing changes and brightens ; 
Idle hearts only the dark futiu*e frightens : 

Play the sweet keys, wouldst thou keep them in tune. 
Mrs Frances Osgood, 1812-1850. 
—American, 
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BREVITY OF HUMAN LIFK 

Like as the damask rose you see, 
Or hke the blossom on the tree. 
Or Hke the dainty flower of May, 
Or like the morning to the day, 
Or like the sun, or like the shade, 
Or like the gourd which Jonas had. 
E'en such is man ; — whose thread is spun. 
Drawn out, and cut, and so is done. 
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The rose withers, the blossom blasteth, 
The flower fades, the morning hasteth, 
The sun sets, the shadow flies, 
The gourd consumes, — ^and man he dies ! 

Like to the grass that 's newly sprung. 

Or like a tale that 's new begun. 

Or like the bird that 's here to-day. 

Or like the pearled dew of May, 

Or like an hour, or like a span. 

Or like the singing of a swan. 

E'en such is man ; — ^who lives by breath, 

Is here, now there, in life and death. 

The grass withers, the tale is ended. 

The bird is flown, the dew's ascended. 

The hour is short, the span not long, 

The swan 's near death, — Oman's life is done ! 

• Simon Wastell, 1629. 



THE GOLDEN MEAN. 

Receive, dear friend, the truths I teach, 
So shalt thou live beyond the reach 

Of adverse fortune's power ; 
Not always tempt the distant deep, 
Nor always timorously creep 

Along the treacherous shore. 
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He that holds fast the golden mean, 
And lives contentedly between 

The little and the great, 
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor, 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door, 

Embittering all his state. 

The tallest pines feel most the power , 
Of wintiy blasts j the loftiest tower 

Comes heaviest to the ground; 
The bolts that spare the mountain's side, 
His cloud-capt eminence divide, 

And spread the ruin round. 

The well-inform'd philosopher. 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear, 

And hopes in spite of pain ; 
If Winter bellow from the north. 
Soon the sweet Spring comes dancing forth, 

And Nature laughs again. 

What if thine heaven be overcast. 
The dark appearance will not last ; 

Expect a brighter sky. 
The God tliat strings the silver bow 
Awakes sometimes the muses too. 

And lays His arrows by. 

If hindrances obstruct thy way, 
Thy magnanimity display. 
And let thy strength be seen : 
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« 

But oh, if Fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale, 
Take half thy canvas in. 

William Cowper, i 731-1800. 
— Horace. 



HASTE NOT : REST NOT. 

Without haste 1 without rest 1 

Bind the motto to thy breast ! 

Bear it with thee as a spell ; 

Storm or sunshine, guard it well ! 

Heed not flowers that round thee bloom ; 

« 

Bear it onward to the tomb ! 

Haste not — ^let no thoughtless deed 
Mar for e'er the spirits speed ; 
Ponder well, and know the right. 
Onward, then, with all thy might ; . 
Haste not — years can ne'er atone 
For one reckless action done 1 

Rest not ! life is sweeping by. 
Do and dare before you die ; 
Something mighty and sublime 
Leave behind to conquer time j 
Glorious 'tis to live for aye 
When these forms have pass'd away ! 
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Haste not ! rest not I calmly wait j 
Meekly bear the storms of fate ; 
Duty be thy polar guide — 
Do the right, whatever betide ! 
Haste not — rest not — conflicts past, 
God shall crown thy work at last ! 
German of Goethe, 
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LIFE'S HIGHER AIMS. 

No more thus brooding o'er yon heap, 
With avarice painful vigils keep ; 
Still unenjoy'd the present store, 
Still endless sighs are breathed for more. 
Oh ! quit the shadow, catch the prize. 
Which not all India's treasure buys ! 
To purchase heaven has gold the power ? 
Can gold remove the mortal hour? 
In hfe can love be bought with gold 1 
Are friendship's pleasures to be sold ? 
No — all that 's worth a wish — a thought, 
Fair virtue gives unbribed, unbought 
Cease then on trash thy hopes to bind, 
Let nobler views engage thy mind. 

With science tread the wondrous way, 
Or learn the muse's moral lay ; 
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In social hours indulge thy soul, 

Where mirth and temperance mix the bowl ; 

To virtuous love resign thy breast, 

And be, by blessing beauty, blest 

Thus taste the feast by nature spread. 
Ere youth and all its joys are fled \ 
Come taste with me the balm of life. 
Secure from pomp, and wealth, and strife. 
I boast whatever for man was meant, 
In health, and Stella, and content ; 
V And scorn ! oh ! let that scorn be thine ! 
Mere things of clay, that dig the mine. 

Samuel Johnson, 1709-1785. 



DAILY WORK. 

Who lags for dread of daily work, 
And his appointed task would shirk, 
Commits a folly and a crime ; 

A soulless slave — a paltry knave — 
A clog upon the wheels of Time. 
With work to do, and store of health, 
The man 's unworthy to be free, 

Who will not give, that he may live. 
His daily toil for daily fee. 
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No ! let us work ! We only ask 
Reward proportioned to our task : 
We have no quarrel with the great ; 

No feud with rank — with mill or bank — 
No envy of a lord's estate. 
If we can earn sufficient store 
To satisfy our daily need ; 

And can retain, for age and pain, 
A fraction, we are rich indeed. 

« 

No dread of toil have we or ours ; 
We know oiu: worth, and weigh our powers ; 
The more we work the more we win : 

Success to Trade I success to Spade 1 
And to the com that's coming in I 
And joy to him who o'er his task 
Remembers toil is Nature's plan ; 

Who, working, thinks — and never sinks 
. His independence as a man. 

Who only asks for humblest wealth, 
Enough for competence and health ; 
And leisure, when his work is done. 

To read his book by chimney-nook. 
Or stroll at setting of the sun : 
Who toils, as every man should toil. 
For fair reward, erect and free. 

These are the men — ^the best of men — 
These are the men we mean to be I 

Charles Mackay, 1814 — 
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TRUST IN PROVIDENCE. 

" Behold the fowls of the air !" — Matthew VI. 

When my breast labours with oppressive care, 

And o'er my cheek descends the falling tear \ 

While all my warring passions are at strife, 

Oh let me listen to the words of life ! 

Rapt^res deep-felt His doctrine did impart, 

And thus He raised from earth the drooping heart 

Think not, when all your scanty stores afford. 
Is spread at once upon the sparing board ; 
Think not, when worn the homely robe appears. 
While, on the roof, the howling tempest bears ; 
What farther shall this feeble life sustain, 
And what shall clothe the shivering limbs again. 
Say, does not Hfe its nourishment exceed 1 
And the fair body its investing weed ? 

Behold ! and look away your low despair — 
See the light tenants of the barren air : 
To them nor stores nor granaries belong. 
Nought but the woodland and the pleasing song : 
Yet your kind heavenly Father bends His eye 
On the least wing that flits along the sky. 
To Him they sing when spring renews the plain, 
To Him they cry in winter's pinching reign ; 
He hears the gay and the distressful call, 
And with unsparing bountv fills them alL 
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Observe the rising lil/s snowy grace, 
Observe the various vegetable race ; 
They neither toil nor spin, but careless grow. 
Yet see how warm they blush I how bright they glow ! 
What regal vestments can with them compare ! 
What king so shining ! or what queen so fair ! 

If ceaseless thus the fowls of heaven He feeds, 
If o'er the fields such lucid robes He spreads. 
Will He not care for you, ye faithless, say ? 
Is He unwise 1 or are ye less than they 1 

James Thomson, i 700-1 748. 
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ASPIRATIONS OF YOUTH. 

Higher, higher will we climb 

Up the mount of glory, 
That our names may live through time 

In our countr/s story ; 
Happy, when her welfare calls. 
He who conquers, he who falls. 

Deeper, deeper let us toil 
In the mines of knowledge ; 

Nature's wealth and learning's spoil 
Win from school and college ; 

Delve we there for richer gems 

Than the stars of diadems. 

B 
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Onward, onward will we press 

Through the path of duty; 
Virtue is true ha!ppiness, 

Excellence true beauty; 
Minds are of supernal birth, 
Let us make a heaven of earth. 

Close and closer then we knit 
Hearts and hands together, 

Where our fireside comforts sit 
In the wildest weather : 

Oh ! they wander wide, who roam, 

For the joys of life, firom home. 

Nearer, dearer bands of love 

Draw our souls in union. 
To our Father's house above 

To the saints' communion ; 
lliither every hope ascend. 
There may all our labours end. 

James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 



TO A WEARIED WORKER. 

" Rest !" — thou must not seek for rest 

Until thy task be done ; 
Thou must not lay thy burthen down 

Till setting of the sun. 
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Thou must not weary of the life, 

Nor scorn thy lowly lot, 
Nor cease to work, because such work 

Thy neighbour prizeth not. 

Thou must not let thy heart grow cold, 

Nor hush each generous tone. 
Nor veil the bright love in thine eye ; 

Thou must not live alone. 

When others strive, thou too must help. 

And answer when they call ; 
The power to love God gave to thee, 

Thou must employ for all. 

" Freedom and Rest" thou wouldest have : 

Freedom is service meet ; 
And rest of soul is but a name 

For toil amid life's heat. 

Unmoved to gaze upon the strife. 

Is not true liberty ; 
To others thou must minister, 

Wouldst thou be truly free. 

In the outward world 'tis vain to seek 

The Eden thou wouldst win j 
That ancient paradise is gone — 

Thine Eden is within. 

Anonymous. 
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ABOVE AND BELOW. 

O DWELLERS in the valley land, 

Who in deep twilight grope and cower, 
Till the slow mountain's dial-hand 

Shortens to noon's triumphal hour, — 
While ye sit idle, do ye think 

The Lord's great work is idle too ? 
That light dare not o'erleap the brink 

Of mom, because 'tis dark with you? 

Though yet your valleys sleep in night. 

In God's ripe fields the day is cried. 
And reapers, with their sickles bright. 

Troop, singing down the moimtain-side ; 
Come up, and feel what health there is 

In the frank dawn's delighted eyes 
As, bending with a pitying kiss. 

The night-shed tears of earth she dries ! 

The Lord wants reapers ; oh mount up 

Before night comes, and says, " Too late !" 
Stay not for taking scrip or cup. 

The Master hungers while ye wait ; 
'Tis from these heights alone your eyes 

The advancing spears of Day can see. 
Which o'er the eastern hill-tops rise, 

To break your long captivity. 
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Lone watcher on the mountain height, 

It is right precious to behold 
The first long surf of glorious light 

Flood all the thirsty East with gold ! 
But we who in the shadow sit, 

Know also when the day is nigh, 
Seeing thy shining forehead lit 

With his inspiring prophecy. 

Thou hast thine office ; we have ours ; 

God lacks not early service here, 
But what are thine eleventh hours % 

He counts with us for morning cheer, 
Our day for Him is long enough. 

And when He giveth work to do. 
The bruised reed is amply tough 

To pierce the shield of Error through. 

But not the less do thou aspire 

Lighfs earlier messages to preach ; 
Keep back no syllable of fire, — 

Plunge deep the rowels of thy speech. 
Yet God deems not thine aeried sight 

More worthy than our twilight dim. 
For meek obedience, too, is light, 

And following that is following Him. 

James Russell Lowell, 1819 — 
'American. 
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GRATITUDE AND RESIGNATION. 

When I survey life's varied scene, — 

Amid the darkest hours, 
Sweet rays of comfort shine between, 

And thorns are mix'd with flowers. 

Are health and ease my happy share 1 

Oh may I bless my God ! 
Thy kindness let my songs declare, 

And spread Thy praise abroad. 

While such delightful gifts as these 

Are kindly dealt to me. 
Be all my hours of health and ease 

Devoted, Lord, to Thee. 

And oh, whatever of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign hand denies. 
Accepted at Thy throne of grace. 

Let this petition rise : — 

Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 

From every murmur free ; 
The blessings of Thy grace impart, 

And make me live to Thee. 

Anne Steele, 1760. 
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AYE DO YOUR BEST. 

The times axe hard, an' fortune shy, 

Has lang been ilka grumbler's story ; 
But work aye on, an' aim aye high. 

The harder work, the greater glory. 
The honest mind, the sterling man. 

The chains o' poortith canna fetter. 
So strive, and do the best ye can, 

An' tak my word, ye '11 sune be better. 

Although ye toil for little gear. 

Though whiles your labour may be slighted, 
The darkest sky is sure to clear. 

An' virtue's wrangs will aye be richted 
Ne'er deem yoursel' an ill-used man. 

Nor ca' the world a heartless debtor. 
But strive, and do the best ye can, 

An' tak my word, ye '11 sune be better. 

Oh sweet is freedom's caller air. 

An' sweet is bread o' ane's ain winning ! 
To work an' win be aye your care. 

Great things hae aft a sma' beginning. 
Let nought e'er ding ye frae your plan. 

Stick to your creed in ilka letter, 
Aye strive and do the best ye can, 

An' tak my word, ye '11 sune be better. 

James Ballantine, 1808 — 
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH. 

Under a spreading chestnut-tree 

The village smithy stands ; 
The smith, a mighty man is he, 

With large and sinewy hands ; 
And the muscles of his brawny arms 

Are strong as iron bands. 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long, . 

His face is hke the tan ; 
His brow is wet with honest sweat, 

He earns whatever he can. 
And looks the whole world in the face. 

For he owes not any man. 

Week in, week out, from mom till night. 
You can hear his bellows blow ; 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge. 
With measured beat and slow, 

Like a sexton ringing the village bell. 
When the evening sun is low. 

And children coming home from school 

Look in at the open door ; 
They love to see the flaming forge. 

And hear the bellows roar, 
And catch the burning sparks that fly 

Like chafl* from a threshing-floor. 
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He goes on Sunday to the church, 

And sits among his boys ; 
He hears the parson pray and preach, 

He hears his daughter's voice 
Singing in the village choir. 

And it makes his heart rejoice. 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice 

Singing in Paradise 1 
He needs must tliink of her once more. 

How in the grave she lies ; 
And vdth his hard, rough hand he wipes 

A tear out of his eyes. 

Toiling, — ^rejoicing, — sorrowing, 

Onward through Hfe he goes ; 
Each morning sees some task begin. 

Each evening sees its close ; 
Something attempted, something done, 

Has eam'd a night's repose. 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend 

For the lesson thou hast taught I 
Thus at the flaming forge of life 

Our fortunes must be wrought ; 
Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought ! 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807 — 
'American, 
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THE CUP OF LIFE. 

It is, we own, subject of much debate, 
And worthy men stand on opposing sides, 
Whether the cup of mortal life has more 
Of sour or sweet 1 — ^Vain question this, when askM 
In general terms, and worthy to be left 
Unsolved. If most is sour, the drinker, not 
The cup we blame. Each in himself the means 
Retains tp turn the bitter sweet, the sweet 
To bitter : Hence from out the self-same fount, 
One nectar drinks, another draughts of gall. 
Hence, from the self-same quarter of the sky. 
One sees ten thousand angels look and smUe ; 
Another sees as many demons frown. 
One discord hears, where harmony inclines 
Another's ear. The sweet is in the taste. 
The beauty in the eye, and in the ear 
The melody ; and in the man — for God 
Necessity of sinning lays on none — 
To form the taste, to purify the eye. 
And tune the ear, that all he tasteth, sees, 
Hears, may be harmonious, sweet, and fair. 
Who wills, may groan ; who wills, may sing for joy. 

Robert Pollok, 1799-1827. 
— Course of Time, 
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UP, FAINT HEART, UP I 

Up, faint heart, up 1 immortal life 

Thrills man's mysterious frame ; 
Then why, by coward thought or deed, 

Belie thy glorious name ] 
Do earth's brief ills brave souls bow down ? 

Do manly hearts despond ? 
These passing clouds may darkly frown — 

The blue heaven sleeps beyond. 

Dost inly pine at others' gold, 

Heap'd up in miser hoards 1 
Dost envy rank its acres broad, 

Or titles of proud lords ? 
Though boundless wealth should crown thy wish — 

Lands stretch'd from pole to pole — 
Can all earth's riches, rank, atone 

For poverty of soul 1 

Ever man wanders /r^»« himself. 

Bliss-phantoms to pursue — 
Weak childhood's vain attempt to grasp 

The rainbow's fleeting hue. 
Know evermore a sunlike sou 

Beaming within the breast. 
Can cheer with light the gloomiest soul. 

Ay, make a beggar blest ! 
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A joy as deep stem Zeno's soul 

Did to the Cynic bring, 
As the homage of a conquered world 

To Macedonia's king. 
Unsocial snarlers love I not j 

Yet, wouldst thou clasp the goal 
Of happiness, thence, brother, learn, 

It centres in the souL 

Within the God-breathed spirit dwells 

A world-defying power. 
That proudly speaks its strength to cope 

With peril's darkest hour. 
This, 'mid the stormiest ills of time, 

Blest calm can ever keep, 
Like beacon smiling o'er the waves 

That round its rock-base sweep. 

Then, brother, trust the immortal life 

That glows within thy frame. 
And ne'er, by coward thought or deed, 

Behe thy glorious name : 
Oh, godUke treat earth's fleeting ills — 

Peace on thy soul enthroned — 
Up, faint heart, up ! the blackest clouds 

But veil the heaven beyond I 

Anonymous. 
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BE WISE IN TIMK 

Thus with a still but stern solemnity 

Time bids us seize the hours that glide away, 

And every speaking season seems to say, 

Be wise in time — man only lives to die ! 

The pomp of woods — the gloom of hills on high, 

The shooting trees — ^the sun, that far away 

Beats, or from distant realms brings back the day — 

The flowers, expanding in the morning sky. 

Expiring with the noon — all sadly shew. 

Too sadly shew, alas ! how all below 

Yields in its turn to Time's devouring sway. 

Why then pursue with vain and grovelling care 

Vain hopes, and empty names, and shapes of air, 

That hke the breezes come, and pass away 1 

-Italian of Filicaja, 



THE HOUR OF DEATH. 

Leaves have their time to fall. 
And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath. 

And stars to set — ^but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death ! 
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Day is for mortal care, 
Eve, for glad meetings round the joyous hearth, 

Night, for the dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer — 
But all for thee, thou mightiest of the earth ! 

The banquet hath its hour — 
Its feverish hour, of mirth, and song, and wine ; 

There comes a day for griefs overwhelming power, 
A time for softer tears — but all are thine ! 

Youth and the opening rose 
May look like things too glorious for decay. 

And smile at thee — ^but thou art not of those 
That wait the ripen'd bloom to seize their prey. 

Leaves have their time to fall. 
And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath. 

And stars to set — but all. 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death ! 

We know when moons shall wane. 
When summer birds from far shall cross the sea, 

When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain — 
But who shall teach us when to look for thee 1 

Is it when spring's first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ? 

Is it when roses in our path grow pale 1 
They have one st3son— all are ours to die ! 
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Thou art where billows foam, 
Thou art where music melts upon the air ; 

Thou art around us in our peaceful home, 
And the world calls us forth — ^and thou art there I 

Thou art where friend meets friend, 
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest — 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the princely crest. 

.Leaves have their time to fall. 
And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath, 

And stars to set ; but all — 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death ! 

Mrs Hemans, 1793-1835. 
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WHAT SAITH THE FOUNTAIN 1 

What saith the Fountain, 

Hid in the glade, 
Where the tall mountain 
Throweth its shade % 
" Deep in my waters, reflected serene. 
All the soft beauty of heaven is seen ; 
Thus let thy bosom, from wild passion free. 
Ever the mirror of purity be !" 
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What saith the Streamlet, 

Flowing so bright, 
Clear as a beamlet 
Of heavenly light? 
" Morning and evening still floating along, 
Upward for ever ascendeth my song ; 
Be thou contented whatever may befall. 
Cheerful in knowing that God is o'er all/' 

What saith the River, 

Majestic in flow. 
Moving for ever 
Calmly and slow 1 
" Over my surface the great vessels glide, 
Ocean-ward borne by my strong heaving tide ; 
Work thou too, brother, life vanisheth fast. 
Labour unceasing, rest cometh at lastT' 

What saith the Ocean, 
Boundless as night ; 
Tumultuous in motion, 
Resistless in might 1 
" Fountain to streamlet, streamlet to river. 
All in my bosom commingle for ever ; 
Morning to noontide, and noontide to night. 
Soon will Eternity veil thee from sight." 

William W. Caldwell, 1823 — 
— American, 
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GOD PROVIDETH FOR THE MORROW ! 

Lo, the lilies of the field, ' 
How their leaves instruction yield ! 
Hark to Nature's lesson given 
By the blessed birds of heaven ! 
Every bush and tufted tree 
Warbles sweet philosophy : 
" Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow ! 
God provideth for the morrow ! 

" Say, with richer crimson glows 
The kingly mantle than the rose 1 
Say, have kings more wholesome fare 
Than we, poor citizens of air 1 
Bams nor hoarded grain have we, 
Yet we carol merrily. 
Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow ! 
God provideth for the morrow I 

" One there lives whose guardian eye 

Guides our humble destiny ; 

One there lives, who. Lord of all, . 

Keeps our feathers lest they fall : 

Pass we blithely, then, the time. 

Fearless of the snare and lime. 

Free firom doubt and faithless sorrow — 

God provideth for the morrow!" 

Bishop Heber, 1783-1826. 
c 
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THE COMPLAINTS OF THE POOR. 

And wherefore do the Poor complain ? 

The Rich Man ask'd of me ; — 
Come, walk abroad with me, I said, 

And I will answer thee. 

Twas evening, and the frozen streets 

Were cheerless to behold. 
And we were wrapt and coated well, 

And yet we were a-cold. 

We met an old bare-headed man, 
His locks were thin and white ; 

I ask'd him what he did abroad 
In that cold winter's night ; 

The cold was keen indeed, he said, 

But at home no fire had he. 
And therefore he had come abroad 

To ask for charity. 

We met a young bare-footed child. 
And she begg'd loud and bold ; 

I ask'd her what she did abroad . 
When the wind it blew so cotd ; 
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She said her father was at home, 

And he lay sick a-bed, 
And therefore was it she was sent 

Abroad to beg for bread. 

We saw a woman sitting down 

Upon a stone to rest, 
She had a baby at her back 

And another at her breast ; 

I ask'd her why she loitered there 
When the night-wind was so chill ; 

She turned her head, and bade the child 
That scream'd behind, be still ; 

Then told us that her husband served, 

A soldier, far away. 
And therefore to her parish she 

Was begging back her way. 

We met a girl, her dress was loose 

And sunken was her eye. 
Who with a wanton's hollow voice 

Addressed the passers-by. 

I ask'd her what there was in guilt 

That could her heart allure 
To shame, disease, and late remorse ; 

She answered she was poor. 
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I tum'd me to the Rich Man then, 

For silently stood he, — 
You ask'd me why the poor complain, 

And these haye answered thee. 

Robert Southey, 1774-1843. 



THE LABOURER. 

Stand up erect ! Thou hast the form 
And likeness of thy God ! — ^who more? 

A soul as dauntless 'mid the storm 

Of daily hfe, a heart as warm 
And pure as breast e'er wore. 

What then? — Thou art as true a man 
As moves the human mass among 3 
As much a part of the great plan 
That with creation's dawn began, 
As any of the throng. 

Who is thine enemy? — ^the high 

In station, or in wealth the chief? 
The great, who coldly pass thee by, 
With proud step, and averted eye ? 
Nay ! nurse not such belief 
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If trae unto thyself thou wast, 

What were the proud one's scorn to thee? 
A feather, which thou mightest cast 
Aside, as idly as the blast 

The light leaf from the tree. 

No : — ^uncurb'd passions — ^low desires — 

Absence of noble self-respect — 
Death, in the breasf s consuming fires, 
To that high nature which aspires 

For ever, till thus check'd : 

These are thine enemies — thy worst : 
They chain thee to thy lowly lot — 

Thy labour and thy life accurst. 

Oh, stand erect ! and from them burst ! 
And longer suffer not 1 

Thou art thyself thine enemy ! 

The great ! — ^what better they than thou ? 
As theirs, is not thy will as free t 
Has God with equal favours thee 

Neglected to endow? 

True, wealth thou hast not : 'tis but dust I 

Nor place : uncertain as the wind I 
But that thou hast, which, with thy crust 
And water, may despise the lust 

Of. both — z noble mind. 



L - 
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With this, and passions under ban, 
True faith, and holy trust in God, 

Thou art the peer of any man. 

Look up, then — ^that thy httle span 

Of life may be well trod ! 

M. D. Gallagher, 1808 — 
— American. 
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NOW AND THEN. 

Now is a constant warning stroke 

Beat by the ceaseless clock of Time, 
A voice our wisdom to evoke, 

A mandate solemnly sublime ; 
It bids us keep the soul awake. 

To do the best our means allow, 
To toil for truth and virtue's sake, 

And make the effort Now. 

Now is the watchword of the wise. 

And often wins its wondrous way 
Through hosts of dangers in disguise. 

That wait to baffle and betray. 
The specious Then doth oft deceive. 

Brings pain of heart, and gloom of brow ; 
But would we some good work achieve, 

Let 's make the effort Now. 
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Now gilds the banner of the brave, 

And Prudence wears it on her breast ; 
That talisman has power to save 

From vain remorse and sad unrest. 
Then leads us by an easy rein. 

And breaks our well-intention'd vow : 
But would we earn some sterling gain, 

Let 's make the effort Now, 

Then may not come, — ^but Now is here, 

All ready at our own right hand. 
Perhaps with aspect half austere. 

Yet prompt to help, if we command : 
Strive with it, and its blessings fall. 

Like sweet fruit from a laden bough ; 
But we must feed on husks of gall, 

If we neglect the Now, 

In youth, if just ambition fire, 

And seem to lift the soul on wings ; 
If the heart glow with pure desire 

For worthy and exalted things ; — 
Wait not, but rouse your latent power 

Nor shrink your purpose to avow ; 
The only safe, propitious hour, 

Is the firesh foremost Now, 

In manhood, with our passions strong, 

Oft hard to conquer or to guide, 
If some insidious power of wrong 

Has drawn our faltering feet aside, — 
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Sorrows will come, regrets and fears 
Will make the humbled spirit bow ; 

But, to atone for wasted years, 
Let's seek the right, and Now. 

If 'mid the world's rude .shock and strife, 

Thou hast no sense of things divine. 
No longing for the holier life, — 

Oh, what a priceless loss is thine ! 
If thou wouldst hope, strength, comfort find, 

God's oracle will teach thee how ; 
Go, with a meek, inquiring mind, 

And hear its voices N(?w. 

Procrastination, foe to bliss, 

Curse far more baneful than it seems, 
What treasure we have lost by this, 

In vain and unsubstantial dreams ! 
From this dear moment, let us start 

With brave endeavour, righteous vow : 
Up, drooping soul ! up, languid heart ! 

And seize the golden Now/ 

John Critchley Prince, 1808 — 
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THE FUTURE. 

It was good, it was kind, in the Wise One above, 
To fling Destiny's veil o'er the face of our years j 

That we dread not the blow that shall strike at our love, 
And expect not the beams that shall dry up our tears. 

Did we know that the voices, now gentle and bland, 
Will forego the fond word and the whispering tone ; 

Did we know that the eager and warm-pressing hand 
Will be joyfully forward in " casting the stone :" 

Did we know the affection engrossing our soul 
Will end, as it oft does, in sadness and pain ; 

That the passionate breast will but hazard its rest. 
And be wrecked on the shore it is panting to gain : 

Oh ! did we but know of the shadows so nigh, 
The world would indeed be a prison of gloom ; 

All light would be quenched in youth's eloquent eye. 
And the prayer-lisping infant would ask for the tomb. 

For if Hope is a star that may lead us astray, 
And " deceiveth the heart,'' as the aged ones preach ; 

Yet 'twas Mercy that gave it, to beacon our way. 
Though its halo illumes where we never can reach. 



42 SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 

Though Friendship but flit, like a meteor gleam, 
Though it burst, like a mom-lighted bubble of dew; 

Though it passes away, like a leaf on the stream, 
Yet 'tis bliss while we fancy the vision is true. 

Oh ! 'tis well that the Future is hid from our sight, 
Thatwewalkinthe sunshine, nor dream of the cloud ; 

That we cherish a flower, and think not of blight ; 
That we dance on the loom that may weave us a shroud. 

It was good, it was kind, in the Wise One above, 
To fling Destiny's veil o'er the face of our years ; 

That we dread not the blow that shall strike at our love. 
And expect not the beams that shall dry up our tears. 

Eliza Cook, i8i8 — 



LIFE AND FORTUNE. 

Oh ! fools of fools, and mortal fools, 

Who prize so much what Fortune gives ; 
Say, is there aught man owns or rules 

In this same earth whereon he lives ? 
What do his proper rights embrace. 
Save the fair gifts of Nature's grace? 
If from you, then, by Fortune's spite. 

The goods you deem your own be torn. 
No wrong is done the while, but right ; 

For you had naught when you were bom. 



I 



SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 43 

Then pass the dark-brown hours of night 

No more in dreaming how you may 
Best load your chest with golden freight : 

Crave naught beneath the moon, I pray, 
From Paris even to Pampelune, 
Saving alone such simple boon 
As needful is for life below. 

Enough if fame your name adorn, 
And you to earth with honoiu: go ; 

For you had naught when you were bom. 

When all things were for common use — 

Apples, all blithesome fruits of trees. 
Nuts, honey, and each gum and juice. 

Both man and woman too could please. 
Strife never vex*d these meals of old : 
Be patient, then, of heat and cold ; 
Esteem not Fortune's favours sure ; 

And of her gifts when you are shorn, 
With moderate grief your loss endure ; 

For you had naught when you were bom. 

l'envoy. 

If Fortune does you any spite — 

Should even the coat be from you torn — 
Pray, blame her not — it is her right ; 

For you had naught when you were bom, 
'French of Chartier^ 1386-1447. 
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STRIKE! 

I 'VE a liking for this " striking,'* 

If we only do it well ; 
Firm, defiant, like a giant, 

Strike ! — and make the eflfort tell ! 

One another, working brother 1 
Let us freely now advise ; 

For reflection and correction 
Help to make us great and wise. 

Work and wages, say the sages, 
Go for ever hand in hand ; 

As the motion of an ocean. 
The supply and the demand. 

My advice is, strike for prices 
Nobler far than sordid coin ; 

Strike with terror, sin, and error. 
And let man and master join. 

Ever failing, now prevailing. 
In the heart, or in the head, — 

Make no clamour — ^take the hammer- 
Drive it down, and strike it dead ! 
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Much of chopping, lopping, propping, 

Carpenter, we have to do, 
Ere the plummet from the sunmiit, 

Mark our mortal fabric true. 

Take the measure of false pleasure ; 

Try each action by the square ; 
Strike a chalk-line for your walk-Hne, 

Strike to keep your footsteps there ! 

The foimdation of Creation 
Lies in Tnth's unerring laws ; 

Man of mortar, there 's no shorter 
Way to base a righteous cause. 

Every builder, painter, gilder, 
Man of leather, man of cloth, 

Each mechanic in a panic 
With the way his labour goes. 

Let him reason thus in season : 

Strike the root of all his wrong. 

Cease his quarrels, mend his morals. 

And be happy, rich, and strong. 

Ralph Hoyt, 1806 — 
-American. 
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AROUSE THEE, SOUL! 

Arouse thee, Soul ! 
God made not thee to sleep 
Thy hour of earth, in doing naught, — ^away; 

He gave thee power to keep. 
Oh ! use it for His glory, while you may. 
Arouse thee, Soul ! 

Arouse thee, Soul I 
Oh ! there is much to do 
For thee, if thou wouldst work for humankind — 

The misty Future through, 
A greatness looms — 'tis mind, awakened mind ! 
Arouse thee. Soul 1 

Arouse thee. Soul I 
Shake off thy sluggishness, 
As shakes the lark the dew-drop from its wing; 

Make but one Error less, — 
(?««? Truth — thine offering to Mind's altar bring ! 
Arouse thee. Soul ! 

Arouse thee. Soul ! 
Be what thou surely art, 
An emanation from the Deity, 

A flutter of that heart 
Which fills all Nature, sea, and earth, and sky. 
Arouse thee. Soul I 
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Arouse thee, Soul ! 
And let the body do 
Some worthy deed for human happiness 

To join, when life is through, 
Unto thy name, that angels both may bless ! 
Arouse thee. Soul ! 

Arouse thee, Soul ! 
Leave nothings of the earth ; — 
And, if the body be not strong, to dare 

To blessed thoughts give birth. 
High as yon heaven, pure as heaven's air, 
Arouse thee. Soul? 

» 

Arouse thee. Soul ! 
Or sleep for evermore. 
And be what all nonentities have been, — 

Crawl on till life is o'er : 
If to be aught but this thou e'er dost mean. 
Arouse thee. Soul! 

Robert Nicoll, 1814-1837. 
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HYMN TO CONTENTMENT. 

Lovely, lasting peace of mind 1 
Sweet delight of human kind ! 
Heavenly-bom, and bred on high, 
To crown the faVrites of the sky 
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With more of happiness below 
Than victors in a triumph know ! 
Whither, oh ! whither art thou fled, 
To lay thy meek, contented headi 
What happy region dost thou please 
To make the seat of calms and ease ? 

Ambition searches all its sphere 
Of pomp and state, to meet thee there. 
Increasing avarice would find 
Thy presence in its gold enshrined. 
The bold adventurer ploughs his way 
Through rocks amidst the foaming sea 
To gain thy love \ and then perceives 
Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 
The silent heart which grief assails 
Treads soft and lonesome o'er the vales. 
Sees daisies open, rivers run. 
And seeks (as I have vainly done) 
Amusing thought; but learns to know 
That solitude 's the nurse of woe. 
No real happiness is found 
In trailing purple o'er the ground: 
Or in a soul exalted high. 
To range the circuit of the sky; 
Converse with stars above, and know 
All nature in its forms below : 
The rest it seeks, in seeking dies. 
And doubts at last, for knowledge, rise. 

Lovely, lasting peace, appear ! 
This world itself, if thou art here, 
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Is once again with Eden blest, 
And man contains it in his breast 

'Twas thus, as under shade I stood, 
I sung my wishes to the wood, 
And, lost in thought, no more perceived 
The branches whisper as they waved; 
It seem'd as all the quiet place 
Confessed the presence of his Grace 
When thus she spoke : — Go, rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild passions all be still; 
Know God, — and bring thy heart to know 
The joys which from religion flow : 
Then every grace shall prove its guest. 
And I'll be there to crown the rest 

Oh ! by yonder mossy seat, 
In my hours of sweet retreat 
Might I thus my soul employ. 
With sense of gratitude and joy : 
Raised as ancient prophets were. 
In heavenly vision, praise, and prayer ; 
Pleasing all men, hurting none. 
Pleased and blessed with God alone : 
Then while the gardens take my sight 
With all the colours of delight; 
While silver waters glide along. 
To please my ear, and court my song; 
I '11 lift my voice, and tune my string. 
And thee, Great Source of Nature, sing. 

D 



so SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 

The sun that walks his airy way, 
To light the world, and give the day^ 
The moon that shines with borrowed light; 
, The stars that gild the gloomy night; 
The seas that roll unnumber'd waves ; 
The wood that spreads its shady leaves; 
The field whose ears conceal the grain, 
The yellow treasure of the plain : 
All of these, and all I see. 
Should be sung, and sung by me : 
They speak their Maker as they can. 
But want and ask the tongue of man. 

Go search among your idle dreams, 
Your busy or your vain extremes. 
And find a life of equal bliss. 
Or own the next begun in this. 

Thomas Parnell, 1679-1717. 



THE STAR OF STRENGTH. 

The night is come, but not too soon ; 

And sinking silently. 
All silently, the little moon 

Drops down behind the sky. 
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There is no light in earth or heaven, 

But the cold light of stars ; 
And the first watch of night is given 

To the red planet Mars. 

Is it the tender star of love ] 
The star of love and dreams ? 

Oh no ! from that blue tent above 
A hero's armour gleams. 

And earnest thoughts within me rise, 

When I behold afar, 
Suspended in the evemng skies. 

The shield of that red star. 

star of strength ! I see thee stand 
And smile upon my pain ; 

Thou beckonest with thy mailed hand, 
And I am strong again. 

Within my heart there is no light, 
But the cold light of stars ; 

1 give the first watch of the night 
To the red planet Mars. 

The star of the unconquer'd will, 

He rises in my breast. 
Serene, and resolute, and still, 

And calm, and self-possess'd. 
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And thou, too, whosoe'er thou art, 
That readest this brief psalm, 

As one by one thy hopes depart, 
Be resolute and calm. 

Oh, fear not in a world like this, 
And thou shalt know, ere long, 

Know how sublime a thing it is 

To suffer and be strong. 

Longfellow, 1807- 
— American. 
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THERE 'S AYE SOMETHING BETTER 

BEFORE US. 

In the battle o' life when new troubles oppress. 

And fortune appears to disdain us ; 
^Vhen the weel-hoarded shillings are fast growin* less. 

That only hard toil can regain us, — 
We maunna sit doun at the brink o' despair. 

But gaze through the cloud that hangs o'er us, 
And maybe, wha kens, we shall see written there, 

" There 's aye something better before us." 

Although o' ae e'enin' o' happiness we 

Hae naething ava to assure us. 
And though o' the fruits o' ae puir labour-fee 

There may be few dainties to spare us — 
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We maunna indulge in the yaumerer's sin, 

Lest angel Content should abhor us, 
But croon, wi' a glint at the regions aboon, 

" There 's aye something better before us." 

When castles we build on the houp o' guid health, 

Aft lameness or sickness deceive us ; 
And aften o' wark, aye the chief source o' wealth, 

The word o' a maister bereave us ; 
Sah-, sair is the grief sic disasters may bring, 

E'en though our kind neebours deplore us ; 
But sorrow leans lightly on hearts that can sing, 

" There 's aye something better before us/' 

Ye great, wha puir Labour can grind at your will, 

Unchecked by a conscience within ye, 
I warn ye, defiant we look on ye still, 

And free as the lark soar aboon ye. 
In vain the north blast o' your anger may blaw. 

In vain, perch'd on pride, ye ignore us, 
Until ye can tak the sweet solace awa, 

"There 's aye something better before us." 

David Wingate, 1828 — 
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THE HAMLET. 

WRITTEN IN WHICHWOOD FOREST. 

The hinds how blest, who ne'er beguiled 
To quit their hamlets' hawthorn-wild ; 
Nor haunt the crowd, nor tempt the main. 
For splendid care, and guilty gain ! 

When morning's twilight-tinctured beam 
Strikes their low thatch with slanting gleam, 
They rove abroad in ether blue, 
To dip the scythe in fragrant dew : 
The sheaf to bind, the beech to fell 
That nodding shades a craggy dell. 

Midst gloomy glades, in warbles clear. 
Wild nature's sweetest notes they hear ; 
On green untrodden banks they view 
The hyacinth's neglected hue ; 
In their lone haunts, and woodland rounds. 
They spy the squirrel's airy bounds ; 
And startle from her ashen spray. 
Across the glen, the screaming jay ; 
Each native charm their steps explore 
Of solitude's sequester'd store. 

For them the moon with cloudless ray 
Mounts, to illume their homeward way : 
Th^r weary spirits to relieve. 
The meadows incense breathe at eve. 
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No riot mars the simple fare 
That o'er a glimmering hearth they share ; 
But when the curfew's measured roar 
Duly, the darkening valleys o'er, 
Has echoed from the distant town. 
They wish no beds of cygnet-down. 
No trophied canopies, to close . 
Their drooping eyes in quick repose. 

Their little sons, who spread the bloom 
Of health around the clay-built room, 
Or through the primrosed coppice stray, 
Or gambol in the new-mown hay ; 
Or quaintly braid the cowslip-twine. 
Or drive afield the tardy kine ; 
Or hasten from the sultry hjill 
To loiter at the shady rill ; 
Or climb the tall pine's gloomy crest 
To rob the raven's ancient nest. 

Their humble porch with honied flowers 
The curling woodbine's shade embowers ; 
From the small garden's thymy mound 
Their bees in busy swarms resound ; 
Nor fell Disease, before his time. 
Hastes to consume life's golden prime ; 
But when their temples long have wore 
The silver crown of tresses hoar ; 
As studious still calm peace to keep. 
Beneath a flow'ry turf they sleep. 

Thomas Wharton, 1728-1790. 
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WHOM CALL WE GAY1 

Whom call we gay ? That honour has been long 
The boast of mere pretenders. to the name. 
The innocent are gay — the lark is gay, 
That dries his feathers, saturate with dew, 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the beams 
Of dayspring overshoot his humble nest 
The peasant too, a witness of his song, 
Himself a songster, is as gay. as he. 
But save me from the gaiety of those 
Whose headaches nail them to a noon-day bed ; 
And save me too from theirs whose haggard eyes 
Flash desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property stripped off by cruel chance ; 
From gaiety, that fills the bones with pain, 
The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with woe. 

William Cowper, 1731-1800. 



TRUE HAPPINESS. 

True happiness has no localities, 
No tones provincial, no peculiar garb. 
Where duty goes, she goes, with justice goes, 
Anii goes with meekness, charity, and love. 
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Where'er a tear is dried, a wounded heart 

Bound up, a wounded spirit with the dew 

Of sympathy anointed, or a pang 

Of honest suffering soothed, or injury 

Repeated oft, as oft by love forgiven ; 

Where'er an evil passion is subdued, 

Or virtue's feeble embers fann'd \ where'er 

A sin is heartily abjured, and left ; 

Where'er a pious act is done, or breathed 

A pious prayer, or wish'd a pious wish ; 

There is a high and holy place, a spot 

Of sacred light, a most religious fane 

Where Happiness descending sits and smiles. 

Robert Pollok, 1799-1827. 
Course of Time, 



A COUNTRY LIFE. 

How sacred and how innocent 

A country life appears — 
How free from tumult, discontent. 

From flattery or fears ! 

This was the first and happiest life. 
When man enjo/d himself. 

Till pride exchanged peace for strife^ 
And happiness for pelf 



58 SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 

'Twas here the poets were inspired, 
Here taught the multitude ; 

The brave they here with honour fired, 
And civilised the rude. 

That golden age did entertain 

No passion but of love : 
The thoughts of ruling and of gain 

Did ne'er their fancies move. 



Them that do covet only rest, 

A cottage will suffice : 
It is not brave to be possessed 

Of earth, but to despise. 

Opinion is the rate of things. 

From hence our peace doth flow ; 

I have a better fate than kings, 
Because I think it so. 

When all the stormy world doth roar. 

How unconcem'd am I ! 
I cannot fear to tumble lower. 

Who never could be high. 

Secure in these unenvied walls, 

I think not on the state. 
And pity ho man's case that falls 

From his ambition's height 
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Silence and innocence are safe ; 

A heart that 's nobly true, 
At all these little arts can laugh. 

That do the world subdue ! 

Mrs EIatharine Philips^ 1631-1664. 



THE MAIR THAT YE WORK, AYE THE 
MAIR AVILL YE WIN. 

Be eident, be eident, fleet time rushes on ; 
Be eident, be eident, bricht day will be gone ; 
To stand idle by is a profitless sin. 
The mair that ye work, aye the mair will ye win. 

The earth gathers fragrance while nursing the flower, 
The wave waxes stronger while feeding the shower. 
The stream gains in speed, as it sweeps o'er the lin ; 
The mair that ye work, aye the mair will ye win. 

There 's nought got by idling, there 's nought got for 

nought. 
Health, wealth, and contentment by labour are bought , 
In raising yoursel', ye may help up your kin ; 
The mair that ye work, aye the mair will ye win. 
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Let every man aim in his art to excel. 
Let every man ettle to fend for himseF, 
Aye nourish ye stem independence within ; 
The mair that ye work, aye the mair will ye win. 

James Ballantine, 1808- 



NOTHING TO DO. 

Nothing to do 1 Oh I away with such blindness ; 

Hearts and hands willing need never be still ; 
God has a glorious mission assigned us. 

Plenty of work we may find if we will. 
Away, oh ! away with such indolent feeling, 

Prompting the thought there is nothing to do, 
Angels and men to our souls are appealing, 

" Work, work in earnest, be patient, be true.'* 

Nothing to do ? Think you God, who created 

The winds and the waters, the birds and the flowers, 
Think, think you that He who their mission dictated 

Endowed us in vain with such marvellous powers ; 
No, no, in the roll and the rush of the river. 

The bloom of the flower and the song of the bird, 
The voice of Eternity echoeth ever. 

And "labour and love" the commands that are heard ! 
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Nothing to do 1 Oh ! what sinful delusion ; 

Hear ye the din in the populous streets ; 
Hark ! how dispelling this fatal illusion 

The dark troubled breast of humanity beats ; 
Thousands of weary ones need consolation, 

Thousands of children are crpng for bread, 
Thousands fall heedlessly into temptation, 

Thousands are homeless, and scantily fed. 

Nothing to do 1 Are no strong ones oppressing 

The weak and the helpless, the strangers to love ? 
Is there no life you can cheer with a blessing ? 

No grief of the heart you can help to remove ? 
Oh ! then away with the indolent feeling 

That prompts you to say *' you have nothing to do '/* 
Angels and men to your souls are appealing, 

" Work, work in earnest, be patient, be true." 

Rowland Brown, 1837 — 



PROCRASTINATION. 

Be wise to-day; 'tis madness to defer; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till wisdom is push'd out of life. 
Procrastination is the thief of time ; 
Year after year it steals, till all are fled, 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
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The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 

If not so frequent, would not this be strange ? 

That 'tis so frequent, this is stranger still. 

Of man's miraculous mistakes, this bears 
The palm, " That all men are about to live," 
For ever on the brink of being bom : 
All pay themselves the compliment to think 
They one day shall not drivel, and their pride 
On this reversion takes up ready praise ; 
At least their own ; their future selves applaud ; 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead 1 
Time lodged in their own hands is Folly's vails ; 
That lodged in Fate's to wisdom they consign ; 
The thing they can't but purpose, they postpone. 
'Tis not in folly not to scorn a fool. 
And scarce in human wisdom to do more. 
All promise is poor dilatory man. 
And that through every stage. When young, indeed, 
In full content we sometimes nobly rest, 
Unanxious for ourselves, and only wish. 
As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise. 
At thirty man suspects himself a fool ; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 
At fifty chides his infamous delay. 
Pushes his prudent purposes to resolve ; 
In all the magnanimity of thought 
Resolves, and re-resolves ; then dies the same. 

Edward Young, 1681-1765. 
—Night Thoughts. 
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THE PLOUGHSHARE OF OLD ENGLAND. 

The sailor boasts his stately ship, the bulwark of the 

isle; 
The soldier loves his sword, and sings of tented plains 

the while ; 
But we will hang the ploughshare up within our fathers* 

halls, 
And guard it as the deity of plenteous festivals. 
We'll pluck the brilliant poppies, and the far-famed 

barley-corn. 
To wreathe with biirsting wheat-ears that outshine the 

saffron mom \ 
We '11 crown it with a glowing heart, and pledge our 

fertile land ; 
The Ploughshare of Old England, and the sturdy 

peasant band ! 

The work it does is good and blest, and may be 
proudly told ; 

We see it in the teeming bams, and fields of waving 
gold; 

Its metal is unsullied, no blood-stain lingers there : 

God speed it well, and let it thrive unshackled every- 
where. 

The bark may rest upon the wave, the spear may 
gather dust ; 

But never may the prow that cuts the furrow lie and 
mst. 
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Fill up, fill up, with glowing heart, and pledge our 
fertile land. 

The Ploughshare of Old England, and the sturdy- 
peasant band ! 

Eliza Cook, i8i8 — 



TIS INDUSTRY SUPPORTS US ALL. 

Nature expects mankind should share 
The duties of the public care. 
Who 's bom for sloth 1 To some we find 
The ploughshare's annual toil assigned : 
Some at the sounding anvil glow ; 
Some the swift-sliding shuttle throw ; 
Some, studious of the wind and tide. 
From pole to pole our commerce guide ; 
Some, taught by industry, impart 
With hands and feet, the works of art ; 
While some, of genius more refined, 
With head and tongue assist mankind : 
Each, aiming at one common end. 
Proves to the whole a needful friend. 
Thus, from each others useful aid, 
By turns are obligations paid : 
The monarch, when his table *s spread. 
Is to the clown obliged for bread ; 
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And, when in all his glory drest, 
Owes to the loom his royal vest 
Do not the mason's toil and care 
Protect him from th' inclement air? 
Does not the cutler's art supply 
The ornament that guards his thigh ? 
All these, in duty to the throne. 
Their common obHgations own : 
Tis he (his own and people's cause) 
Protects their properties and laws. 
Thus they their honest toil employ, 
And with content the fruits enjoy. 
In every rank, or great or small, 
'Tis industry supports us all. 

Thomas Gay, 1688-1732. 
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WHERE IS HE1 
"man giveth up the ghost, and where is heI" 

Where is he 1 Hark 1 his lonely home 

Is answering to the mournful call ! 
The setting sun with dazzling blaze 

May fire the windows of his hall : 
But evening shadows quench the light, 

And all is cheerless, cold, and dim. 
Save where one taper wakes at night. 

Like weeping love remembering him. 

E 
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Where is he 1 Hark 1 the friend replies : 

" I watch'd beside his dying bed, 
And heard the low and struggling sighs 

That gave the living to the dead ; 
I saw his weary eyeUds close, 

And then — the ruin coldly cast, 
Where all the loving and beloved. 

Though sadly parted, meet at last" 

Where is he ? Hark ! the marble says, 

That " here the mourners laid his head ; 
And here sometimes, in after-days. 

They came, and sorrowed for the dead ; 
But one by one they passed away. 

And soon they left me here alone. 
To sink in unobserved decay — 

A nameless and neglected stone." 

Where is he 1 Hark ! 'tis Heaven replies : 

" The star-beam of the purple sky, 
That looks beneath the evening's brow. 

Mild as some beaming angel's eye, 
As calm and clear it gazes down. 

Is shining from the place of rest. 
The pearl of his immortal crown. 

The heavenly radiance of the blest !** 

William O. Peabody, 1799-1847. 
— American* 
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CONTENT. A SONNET. 

Sweet are the thoughts that savour of content : 
The quiet mind is richer than a crown : 
Sweet are the nights in careless slumber spent : 
The poor estate scorns Fortune's angry frown. 
Such sweet content; such mind, such sleep, such bliss. 
Beggars enjoy when princes oft do miss. 
The homely house that harbours quiet rest, 
The cottage that affords no pride nor care. 
The mean that 'grees with country music best, 
The sweet consort of mirth's and music's fare, — 
Obscured life sets down a type of bliss ; 
A mind content both crown and kingdom is. 

Robert Greene, 1560-1634. 



HYMN OF THE REAPERS. 

Our Father ! to fields that are white, 

Rejoicing, the sickle we bear, 
In praises our voices unite 

To Thee, who hast made them thy care. 
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The seed that was dropp'd in the soil, 

We left, with a holy belief 
In One, who, beholding the toil. 

Would crown it at length with the shea£ 

And ever our faith shall be firm 

In Thee, who hast nourished the root ; 

Whose finger has led up the germ. 
And finished the blade and the fiiiit. 



The heads that are heavy with grain 
Are bowing and asking to fall ; 

Thy hand is on mountain and plain, 
Thou maker and giver of all ! 

Thy blessings shine bright from the hills. 
The valleys Thy goodness repeat ; 

And, Lord, 'tis Thy bounty that fills 
The arms of the reaper with wheat ! 

Oh ! when, with the sickle in hand. 
The angel Thy mandate receives, 

To come to the field with his band 
To bind up and bear oflf Thy sheaves ! 

May we be as free from the blight, 

As ripe to be taken away. 
As fiiU in the ear, to Thy sight. 

As that which we gather to-day ! 
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Our Father ! the heart and the voice 

Flow out from fresh ofif'rings to yield ; 
The Reapers 1 the Reapers rejoice, 
And send up their song from the field ! 

Hannah F. Gould, 181 2 — 
-American. 



LIVE I 

Make haste, O man, to live. 

For thou so soon must die ; 
Time hurries past thee like the breeze ; 

How swift its moments fly I 

Make haste, O man, to live 1 

To breathe, and wake, and sleep. 

To smile, to sigh, to grieve ; 
To move in idleness through earth, — 

This, this is not to live 1 

Make haste, O man, to live ! 

Make haste, O man, to do 

Whatever must be done ; 
Thou hast no time to lose in sloth, 

Thy day will soon be gone. 

Make haste, O man, to live 1 
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Up, then, with speed, and work ; 

Fling ease and self away; 
This is no time for thee to sleep — 

Up, watch, and work, and pray ! 

Make haste, O man, to live ! 

The useful, not the great. 

The thing that never dies ; 
The silent toil that is not lost — 

Set these before thine eyes, 

Make haste, O man, to live ! 

The seed, whose leaf and flower, 
Though poor in human sight, 

Bring forth at last the eternal fruit, 
Sow thou by day and night 

Make haste, O man, to live ! 

Make haste, O man, to live ! 

Thy time is almost o'er ; 
O sleep not, dream not, but arise, 

The Judge is at the door. 

Make haste, O man, to live ! 

HORATItJS BONAR, D.D. 

— Hymns of Faith and Hope, 
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WE FADE AS A LEAF. 

See the leaves around us falling, 
Dry and withered, to the ground ; 

Thus to thoughtless mortals calling, 
In a sad and solemn sound : 

Sons of Adam, once in Eden, 
Blighted when like us he fell. 

Hear the lecture we aire reading, 
'Tis, alas ! the truth we tell 

Virgins, much, too much presuming 
On your boasted white and red, 

View us late in beauty blooming. 
Numbered now among the dead. 

Griping misers, nightly waking, 
•See the end of all your care ; 

Fled on wings of our own making, 
We have left our owners bare. 

Sons of honour, fed on praises. 
Fluttering high in fancied worth, 

Lo ! the fickle air, that raises, 
Brings us down to parent earth. 
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Learned sophs, in systems jaded, 
Who for new ones daily call, 

Cease, at length, by us persuaded, 
Every leaf must have its fall ! 

Youths, though yet no losses grieve you. 
Gay in health and manly grace. 

Let not cloudless skies deceive you, 
Summer gives to autumn place. 

Venerable sires, grown hoary, 
Hither turn the unwilling eye, 

Think, amid your falling glory. 
Autumn tells a winter nigh. 

Yearly in our course returning. 

Messengers of shortest stay, 
Thus we preach this truth concerning, 

" Heaven and earth shall pass away." 

On the Tree of Life eternal, 

Man, let all thy hope be stay'd. 
Which alone, for ever vernal. 

Bears the Leaf that shall not fade. 

Dr Horne. 
— Poetical Re^ier^ 1806-7. 
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THE BUILDERS. 

All axe architects of Fate, 
Working in these walls of Time ; 
Some with massive deeds and great, 
Some with ornaments of rhyme. 

Nothing useless is or low : 

Each thing in its place is best : 

And what seems but idle show 
Strengthens and supports the rest 

For the structure that we raise. 
Time is with materials fiU'd ; 

Our to-days and yesterdays 
Are the blocks with which we build. 

Truly shape and fashion these ; 

Leave no yawning gaps between ; 
Think not, because no man sees. 

Such things will remain unseen. 

In the elder days of Art, 

Builders wrought with greatest care 
Each minute and unseen part; 

For the gods see everywhere. 
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Let us do our work as well, 
Both the unseen and the seen ; 

Make the house, where gods may dwell. 
Beautiful, entire, and clean. 

Else our lives are incomplete. 
Standing in these walls of Time, 

Broken stairways, where the feet 
Stumble as they seek to climb. 

Build to-day, then, strong and sure. 
With a firm and ample base ; 

And ascending and secure 
Shall to-morrow find its place. 

Thus alone can we attain 

To those turrets, where the eye 
Sees the world as one vast plain, 
And one boundless reach of sky. 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807- 
— American, 
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THE DARKEST HOUR. 

Despair not. Poet, whose warm soul aspires 
To breathe the exalted atmosphere of fame ; 

Give thy heart words, but piuify its fires, 
So that thy song may consecrate thy name : 
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Sing on, and hope, nor murmur that the crowd 
Are slow to hear and recognise thy lay; 

Thy time will come, if thou art well endowed ; — 
The darkest hour is on the verge of day. 

Despair not. Genius, wheresoever thou art. 

Whatever the bent and purpose of thy mind ; 
Use thy great gifts with an unfailing heart, 

And wait till Fortune deigneth to be kind : 
The world is tardy in its help and praise. 

And doubts and dangers may obstruct thy way ; 
But light oft pierces through the heaviest haze ; — 

T^e darkest hour is on the verge of day. 

Despair not, Patriot, who, in dreams sublime, 

See'st for thy country glories yet unborn. 
And fain would ehide the laggard wings of Time, 

Because they bring not the transcendent mom : 
Be firm in thy devotion, year by year 

We seem to travel on a sunward way. 
And what seems dubious now, may yet be clear ; — 

The darkest hour is on the verge of day. 

Despair not. Virtue, who in sorrow's hour 

Sigh'st to behold some idol overthrown. 
And from the shade of thy domestic bower 

Some green branch gone, some bird of promise flown : 
God chastens but to prove thy faithfulness. 

And in thy weakness He will be thy stay; 
Trust and deserve, and He will soothe and bless ; — 

The darkest hour is on the verge of day. 
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Despair not, Man, however low thy state, 

Nor scorn small blessings that around thee fall; 
Learn to disdain the impious creed of fate. 

And own the Providence that governs all 
If thou art baffled in thy earnest will, 

Thy conscience clear, thy reason not astray, 
Be this thy faith and consolation still, — 

The darkest hour is on the verge of day. 

J. C. Prince, 1808^^ 



BESSY AND HER SPINNIN' WHEEI^ 

Oh, leeze me on my spinnin' wheel, 
Oh, leeze me on my rock and reel, 
Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien. 
And haps me fiel and warm at e'en ! 
I '11 sit me down and sing and spin, 
While laigh descends the simmer sun. 
Blest wi' content, and milk and meal — 
Oh, leeze me on ray spinnin* wheel I 

On ilka hand the bumies trot, 
And meet below my theekit cot ; 
The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across the pool their arms unite, 
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Alike to screen the birdie's nest^ 
And little .fishes' caller rest ; 
The sun blinks kindly in the bieP, 
Where blithe I turn my spinnin* wheel. 

On lofty aiks the cushats wail, 
And echo cons the doolfu' tale ; 
The lintwhites in the hazel braes, 
Delighted, rival ither's lays ; 
The craik amang the clover hay. 
The pairtrick whirrin' o'er the ley. 
The swallow jinkin' round my shiel. 
Amuse me at my spinnin' wheel 

Wi' sma' to sell, and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below envy. 
Oh, wha wad leave this humble state. 
For a' the pride o' a' the great? 
Amid their flarin', idle toys. 
Amid their cumbrous, dinsome joys, 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinnin' wheel ? 

Robert Burns, 1759-1796. 
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ENJOY, BUT NOT ABUSE! 

Harry 1 my little blue-eyed boy ! 

I love to hear thee playing near. 
There's music in thy shouts of joy 

To a fond father's ear. 

• 

I love to see the lines of mirth 
Mantle thy cheek and forehead fair, 

As if all pleasures of the earth 
Had met to revel there. 

For gazing on thee do I sigh 

That these most happy hours will flee, 
And thy full share of misery 

Must fall in life to thee. 

There is no lasting grief below. 

My Harry, that flows not from guilt — 

Thou can'st not read my meaning now. 
In after times thou wilt 

Thou 'It read it when the church-yard clay 
Shall lie upon thy father's breast ; 

And he, though dead, will point the way 
Thou shalt be always blest 
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They'll tell thee this terrestrial ball, 

To man for his enjoyment given, 
Is but a state of sinful thrall 

To keep the soul from heaven. 

My boy! the verdure-crowned hills. 
The vales where flowers innumerous blow, 

The music of ten thousand rills, 
Will tell thee 'tis not so. 

God is no tyrant, who would spread 

Unnumber'd dainties to the eyes, 
Yet teach the hungering child to dread 

That touching them he dies. 

No ! all can do His creatures good 
He scatters round with broad profuse — 

The only precept understood — 

" Enjoy, but not abuse." 

William H. Timrod, i 792-1838. 
'Atnericaiu 



WORK IS HOLY I 

Work while life is given. 
Faint not although 'tis hard. 

Work is the will of Heaven 
And grace is the reward. 
For %ork is Holy ! 
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What though thy lot be hidden, 
And proud ones pass thee by ! 

Feel duty as God-bidden, 
Act as beneath His eye. 
For work is Holy 1 

Cleave to thy humble place, 
Ennoble it with thy zeal ! 

Work with a manful grace, 
Make fruitless cumb'rers feel 
That work is Holy ! 

Scorn naught as plain or mean. 
All with thy worth impress I 

That all where thou hast been 
May day by day confess 
That work is Holy ! 

Work while life is given, 

Nor shrink though hardship scars I 
True suffering fits for heaven, 

There sin alone debars I 
For work is Holy 1 

Angels' ears now listen 

Thy earth-spum'd plaintive tale ! 
Angels' eyes shall glisten 

When they thy scars unveil, 
For work is Hbly ! 
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They '11 know these are the proof 

That thou hast striven well, 
Nor idly stood aloof 

While other brave ones fell ! 
For work is holy. 

Work while life is given, 

Pine not although 'tis hard ! 
Work is the will of Heaven, 
And peace is the reward. 
All work is holy. 

Thomas EInox, i8i8 — 



v-^^-j^sss^ 



LIFE. 

Life J I breathe thee in the breeze, 
I feel thee bounding in my veins, 

1 see thee in these stretching trees. 

These flowers, this still rock's mossy stains. 

This stream of odours flowing by 

From clover-field and clumps of pine. 

This music, thrilling all the sky. 

From all the morning birds, are thine. 

F 
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Thou fill'st with joy this little one, 
That leaps and shouts beside me here, 

Where Isafs clay-white rivulets run 
Through the dark woods like frighted deer. 

Ah ! must thy mighty breath, that wakes 
Insect and bird, and flower and tree, 

From the low trodden dust, and makes 
Their daily gladness, pass from me. 

Pass, pulse by pulse, till o'er the ground 
These limbs, now strong, shall creep with pain. 

And this fair world of sight and sound 
Seem fading into night again ? 

The things, O Life ! thou quickenest— all 
Strive upward toward the broad bright sky, 

Upward and outward, and they fall 
Back to earth's bosom when they die. 

All that have borne the touch of death. 
All that shall live, lie mingled there, 

Beneath that veil of bloom and breath, 
That living zone *twixt earth and air. 

There lies my chamber dark and still, 

The atoms trampled by my feet. 
There wait, to take the place I fill 

In the soft air and sunshine sweet. 
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Well, I have had my turn, have been 
Raised from the darkness of the clod, 

And for a glorious moment seen 
The brightness of the skirts of Gk)d ; 

And know the Hght within pay breast, 
Though wavering oftentimes and dim. 

The power, the will that never rest, 
And cannot die, were all from Him. 

Dear child ! I know that thou wilt grieve 

To see me taken from thy love, 
Wilt seek my grave at Sabbath eve, 

And weep, and scatter flowers above. 

Thy little heart will soon be heal'd. 
And being shall be bliss, till thou 

To- younger forms of Hfe must 3deld 
The place thou fill'st with beauty now. 

When we descend to dust agam. 

Where will the final dweUing be 
Of Thought and all its memories then. 
My love for thee, and thine for me ? 

W. C. Bryant, 1798 — 
-American, 
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THE FIELD OF THE WORLD. 

Sow in the mora thy seed, 
At eve hold not thine hand ; 

To doubt and fear give thou no heed. 
Broadcast it o'er the land. 

Beside all waters sow, 
The highway furrows stock. 

Drop it where thorns and thistles grow, 
Scatter it on the rock. 

The good, the fruitful ground, 
Expect not here nor there : 

O'er hill and dale, by plots 'tis found ; 
Go forth, then, ever3nvhere. 

Thou knowest not which may thrive, 

The late or early sown ; 
Grace keeps the precious germs alive. 

When and wherever stro^n. 

And duly shall appear 

In verdiu*e, beauty, strength ; 

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full com at length. 
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Thou canst not toil in vain j 
Cold, heat, and moist, and dry, 

Shall foster and mature the grain 
For gamers in the sky. 

Thence, when the glorious end, 

The day of God is come, 
The angel-reapers shall descend, 

And Heaven cry — " Harvest Home." 
James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 



WATCH ! 

Trust not, man ! earth's flowers — ^but keep 
Busy watch — ^they fade, they bow — 

Watch, I say, for thou mayst weep 
O'er the things thou smiPst on now. 

Man ! thou art a foolish child, 

Plapng with a flying ball — 
Trifling sports, and fancies wild, 

But the earth-worm swallows all. 
Wherefore in a senseless sleep. 

Careless dreaming — ^thoughtless vow — 
Waste existence % — Thou wilt weep 

O'er the days thou smil'st on now. 
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Earth — ^that passes like a shade, 

Vain as lightest shade can be ; 
Soon in dust and darkness laid, 

Crumbles in obscurity. 
Insects of destruction creep 

O'er its fairest, greenest bough : 
Watch, I say, or thou shalt weep, 

O'er the flowers thou smil'st on now. 

Watch, I say; the dying worm 

That lifts up its voice to thee, 
Dreads the ever-threatening storm — 

Fain in sheltered port would be. 
Laugh not — scorn not — ^tempt not — ^keep 

SmiHng folly from thy brow. 
Lest in misery thou shouldst weep 

O'er the thoughts thou smil'st on now. 
— Spanish of Velasco, 



THE OLD MAN'S COMFORTS, 

AND HOW HE GAINED THEM. 

You are old. Father William, the young man cried, 
The locks which are left you are gray; 

You are hale. Father William, a hearty old man. 
Now tell me the reason, I pray. 
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In the days of my youth, Father William replied, 
I remembered that youth would fly fast, 

And abused not my health and my vigour at first, 
That I never might need them at last. 

You are old, Father William, the young man cried, 

And pleasm"es with youth pass away; 
And yet you lament not the days that are gone. 

Now tell me the reason, I pray. 

In the days of my youth. Father William replied, 
I remembered that youth could not last, 

I thought of the future, whatever I did. 
That I never might grieve for the past 

You are old, Father William, the young man cried, 

And life must be hastening away ; 
You are cheerful, and love to converse upon death. 

Now tell me the reason, I pray. 

I am cheerful, young man, Father William replied, 

Let the cause thy attention engage ; 
In the days of my youth I remembered my God ! 

And He hath not forgotten my age. 

Robert Southey, 1774-1843. 
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THE CHOICK 

If Heaven the grateful liberty would give, 
That I might choose my method how to live ; 
And all those hours propitious fate should lend, 
In blissful ease and satisfaction spend, 
Near some fair town I 'd have a private seat, 
Built uniform, not little, nor too great : 
Better, if on a rising ground it stood. 
On this side fields, on that a neighbouring wood, 
It should within no other things contain 
But what are useful, necessary, plain : 
Methinks 'tis naseous, and I 'd ne'er endure. 
The needless pomp of gaudy furniture. 
A little garden, grateful to the eye ; 
And a cool rivulet run murmuring by. 
On whose delicious banks a stately row 
Of shady limes or sycamores should grow. 
At the end of which a silent study placed. 
Should be with all the noblest authors graced ; 
In some of these, as fancy would advise, 
I 'd always take my morning exercise ; 
For siure no minute brings us more content. 
Than those in pleasing, useful studies spent 
I 'd have a clear and competent estate. 
That I might live genteelly, but not great ; 
As much as I could moderately spend, 
A little more sometimes f oblige a fiiend. 
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Nor should the sons of poverty repine 

Too much at fortune j they should taste of mine ; 

And all that objects of true pity were, 

Should be relieved with what my wants could spare 

For what our Maker has too largely given, 

Should be retum'd in gratitude to Heaven. 

John Pomfret, 1667-1703. 



MORN, NOON, AND EVE. 

In the morning of life, like the morning of day, 

All nature is glistening with sunshine and dew : 
And the blossoms of summer that bloom by our way 

Appear as they never could pass from our view : 
Among the sweet haunts of our childhood we roam, 

As light as the wild bee that hums on the wing, 
And with voice of rejoicing we gladden our home, 

Like the swallows that chant from its eaves in the 
spring. 

In the noontide of life, like the noontide of day, 
All is radiant around, beneath, and above ; 

And the wild-flowers expand every leaf in the ray. 
And our hearts are awaked by the sunlight of love : 
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The young rose of beauty is fair to our eye, 
And all blooming and pure in our bosom 'tis laid ; 

And we wish in our bosom it ever could lie, 
Unwither'd by tempest, unclouded by shade. 

In the evening of life, like the evening of day. 

The shadows descend on the woods and the bowers; 
And we look for the friends that were lovely and gay, 

But alas ! they have mouldered to dust like the flowers : 
Yet the star of the twilight appears in the sky. 

To bear her bright lamp to the gate of the mom — 
So faith points our way to a region on high. 

Where the friends shall be found that had left us 
forlorn. 

William Knox, 1789-1825. 
— Songs of Israd, 
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ILKA BLADE O' GRASS KEPS ITS AIN 

DRAP O' DEW. 

Confide ye aye in Providence, for Providence is kind. 
An' bear ye a' life's changes wi' a calm an' tranquil mind. 
Though press'd an' hemm'd on every side, hae faith an' 

ye '11 win through. 
For ilka blade o' grass keps its ain drap o' dew. 
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Gin reft frae friends, or crost in love, as whiles, nae 

doubt, ye Ve been. 
Grief lies deep hidden in your heart, or tears flow frae 

your een. 
Believe it for the best, and trow there *s good in store 

for you. 
For ilka blade o' grass keps its ain drap o' dew. 

In lang, lang days o' simmer, when the clear and clud 

less sky 
Refuses ae wee drap o' rain to Nature parch'd and dry, 
The genial night wi' balmy breath gaurs verdure spring 

anew, 
An' ilka blade o' grass keps its ain drap o' dew. 

Sae, lest 'mid fortune's sunshine, we should feel owei 

proud an' hie. 
An' in our pride forget to wipe the tear frae poor- 

tith's ee, 
Some wee dark cluds o' sorrow come, we ken na 

whence or hoo, 
But ilka blade o' grass keps its ain drap o' dew. 

James Ballantine, 1808 — 
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CARELESS CONTENT. 

I AM content, I do not care, 
Wag as it will the world for me ; 

When fuss and fret was all my fare, 
It got no ground as I could see. 

So when away my caring went, 

I counted cost and was content 

With more of thanks and less of thought, 
I strive to make my matters meet ; 

To seek what ancient sages sought. 
Physic and food in sour and sweet : 

To take what passes in good part. 

And keep the hiccups from the heart. 

With good and gentle-humour'd hearts, 
I choose to chat where'er I come. 

Whatever the subject be that starts ; 
But if I get among the glum, 

I hold my tongue to tell the truth, 

And keep my breath to cool my broth. 

For chance or change of peace or pain, 
For Fortune's favour or her frown, 

For lack or glut, for loss or gain, 
I never dodge, nor up nor down ; 

But swing what way the ship shall swim, 

Or tack about with equal trim. • 
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I suit not where I shall not speed, 
Nor trace the turn of every tide ; 

If simple sense will not succeed, 
I make no bustling, but abide : 

For shining wealth, or scaring woe, 

I force no friend, I fear no foe. 

Of ups and downs, of ins and outs. 

Of they 're i' the wrong, and we're i' the right, 

I shun the rancours and the routs ; 
And wishing well to every wight, 

Whatever turn the matter takes, 

I deem it all but ducks and drakes. 

With whom I feast I do not fawn, 
Nor if the folks should flout me, faint ; 

If wonted welcome be withdrawn, 
I cook no kind of a complaint : 

With none disposed to disagree, 

But like them best who best like me. 

Not that I rate myself the rule 
How all my betters should behave. 

But fame shall And me no man's fool, 
Nor to a set of men a slave : 

I love a friendship free and frank. 

And hate to hang upon a hank. 

Fond of a true and trusty tie, 

I never loose where'er I link ; 
Though if a business budges by, 

I talk thereon just as I think ; 
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My word, my work, my heart, my hand. 
Still on a side together stand. 

If names or notions make a noise. 
Whatever hap the question hath. 

The point impartially I poise, 

And read or write, but without wrath ; 

For should I bum or break my brains. 

Pray, who will pay me for my pains ? 



I love my neighbour as myself. 
Myself like him too, by his leave ; 

Nor to his pleasure, power, or pelf, 
Came I to crouch, as I conceive : 

Dame Natiure doubtless has designed 

A man the monarch of his mind 

Now taste and try this temper, sirs. 
Mood it and brood it in your breast ; 

Or if ye ween, for worldly stirs. 
That man does right to mar his rest, 

Let me be deft and debonair, 

I am content, I do not care. 

Anonymous, (1600-1650.) 
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THE STREAM OF LIFE. 

O SILVERY Streamlet of the fields, 

That flowest full and free ! 
For thee the rains of spring return, 

The summer dews for thee j 
And when thy latest blossoms die 

In autumn's chilly showers. 
The winter fountains gush for thee, 

Till May brings back the flowers. 

O Stream of Life ! the violet springs 

But once beside thy bed ; 
But one brief summer, on thy path. 

The dews of heaven are shed. 
Thy parent fountains shrink away, 

And close their crystal veins. 
And where thy glittering current flow'd, 

The dust alone remains. 

W. C. Bryant, 1798- 
'American, 



MUTABILITY. 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye. 
Kissing with golden face the meadows green. 
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy \ 



1 
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Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 
With ugly rack on his celestial face, 
And from the forlorn world his visage hide, 
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace : 
Even so my sun one early mom did shine, 
With all-triumphant splendour on my brow; 
But out, alack ! he was but one hour mine. 
The region cloud hath mask'd him from me now. 

Yet him for this my love nowise disdaineth ; 

Suns of the world may stain when heaven's sun 

staineth. 

W. Shakspeare, 1 5 64-1 6 1 6. 
— Sonnets. 



WORK AWAY I 

Ye toiFd ones who sigh for the down and the roses, 

While ye march to the beat of the drum. 
And deem that, when life's measured drudgery closes, 

A long taskless Sabbath shall come ; 
I tell ye, in vain 
Ye sigh and complain. 
The disease and the cure are both whims of the brain : 

All things by deep labour are stirfd ; 
Work away / work away ! work away ! 

So cries the American bird. 
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The flower-bulb may rest when dull Winter it 
beareth, 
But when Spring comes, and bright sunny sheen, 
When the many-hued flower, and ripe fruit it 
prepareth. 
It toils then unceasing, I ween. 

For no rest Nature knows. 
Where the heart warm glows. 
And in mystical current the strong tide flows ; 

With our labour our life is interred — 
Work away 1 work away I work away ! 
So cries the American bird. 

In vain would ye break, with a fretful revulsion. 

The force that subdues soul to soul ; 
Each power on the other a kindly compulsion 

Imposes, to perfect the whole. 

In his march old Time, 
If you will not cUmb, 
Will leave you to gather the fruit of your crime : 

Whoso will not spur must be spurred — 
Work away I work away I work away I 

So cries the American bird. 

Leave ease to the idols of old Epicurus ; 
Through danger, and doubt, and delay, 
To the word of the truth with strong faith we will moor 
us, 
And work while 'tis called to-day ; 
For God no repose 
In the wide world knows, 

G 
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But working and wearing His wise spirit goes, 
And the voice of His preaching is heard, 

Work away / work away / work away t 
In the warning American bird. 

John Stuart Blackie, i8 
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LOOK UP I 

"Look up !" cried the seaman, with nerves like steel, 

As skyward his glance he cast, 
And beheld his own son grow giddy, and reel 

On the point of the tapering mast. 
Look up ! and the bold boy lifted his face. 

And banish'd his brief alarms. 
Slid down at once from his perilous place, 

And leapt in his father's arms. 

Look up ! we cry to the sorely oppressed, 

Who seem from all comfort shut, 
You had better look up to the motmtain crest, 

Than down to the precipice foot 
The one offers heights ye may hope to gain, 

Pure ether, and freedom, and room ; 
The other bewilders the aching brain 

With roughness, and danger, and gloom. 
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Look up ! meek soul, by affliction bent, 

Nor dally with dull despair. 
Look up, and with faith, to the firmament, 

For Heaven and mercy are there. 
The frail flower droops in the stormy shower, 

And the shadows of needful night, 
But it looks to the sun in the after hour, 

And takes full measure of light. 

Look up ! sad man, by adversity brought 

From high unto low estate ; 
Play not with the bane of corrosive thought, 

Nor murmur at chance and fate. 
Renew thy hopes j look the world in the face, 

For it helps not those who repine j 
Press on, and its cheer will amend thy pace ; 

Succeed, and its homage is thine. 

Look up ! great crowd, who are foremost set 

In the changefiil battle of life j 
Some days of calm may reward ye yet 

For years of allotted strife. 
Look up, and beyond, there 's a guerdon there 

For the humble and pure of heart. 
Fruition of joys unallo/d by care. 

Of peace that can never depart 

Look up, large spirit, by Heaven inspired, 

Thou rare and expansive soul 1 
Look up, with endeavour and zeal untired. 

And strive for the loftiest goal ; 
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Advance, and encourage the kindred throng, 

Who toil up the slopes behind, 
To follow, and hail with triumphant song 

The holier regions of mind ! 

John Critchley Prince, 1808 — 



TO-DAY AND TO-MORROW. 

High hopes that bum'd like Stars sublime, 

Go down i' the Heavens of Freedom ! 
And true hearts perish in the time 

We bitterliest need 'em ! 
But never sit we down and say. 

There 's nothing left but sorrow : 
We walk the Wilderness To-day, 

The Promised Land To-morrow. 

Our birds of song are silent now. 

There are no flowers blooming I 
Yet life stirs in the frozen bough. 

And Freedom's Spring is coming ! 
And Freedom's tide comes up alway, 

Though we may strand in sorrow : 
And our good bark, aground To-4giy, 

Shall float again To-morrow. 
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Through all the long, dark night of years 

The People's cry ascendeth, 
And Earth is wet with blood and tears ; 

But our meek sufferance endeth ! 
The Few shall not for ever sway, 

The Many moil in sorrow : 
The Powers of Hell are strong To-day, 

But Christ shall rise To-morrow. 

Though hearts brood o'er the Past, our eyes 

With smiling Futures ghsten ! 
For lo 1 our day bursts up the skies : 

Lean out your souls and listen 1 
The world rolls Freedom's radiant way, 

And ripens with her sorrow : 
Keep heart ! who bear the Cross To-day 

Shall wear the Crown To-morrow. 

O Youth ! flame-earnest, still aspire, 

With energies immortal 1 
To many a heaven of Desire 

Our yearning opes a portal ! 
And though Age wearies by the way. 

And hearts break in the furrow, 
We'll sow the golden grain To-day, — 

The Harvest comes To-morrow. 

Build up heroic lives, and all 

Be like a sheathen sabre. 
Ready to flash out at God's call, 

O Chivalry of Labour ! 
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Triumph and Toil are twins : and aye 
Jo/s sun 's i' the cloud of Sorrow ; 

And 'tis the Martyrdom To-day 
Brings Victory To-morrow. 

Gerald Massey, 1828 — 



LIFE. 

I MADE a posie, while the day ran by : 
Here will I swell my remnant out, and tie 

My life within this band. 
But time did beckon to the flowers, and they 
By noon most cunningly did steal away, 

And withered in my hand. 

My hand was next to them, and then my heart ; 
I took, without more thinking, in good part 

Time's gentle admonition ; 
Who did so sweetly death's sad taste convey, 
Making my mind to smell my fatal day, 

Yet sugaring the suspicion. 

Farewell, dear flowers, sweetly your time ye spent, 
Fit, while ye lived, for smell or ornament, 
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And after death for cures. — 
I follow straight without complaints or grief, 
Since if my scent be good, I care not if 

It be as short as yours. 

George Herbert, 1593-1633. 
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HYMN TO CONTENT. 

O THOU, the nymph with placid eye I 
Oh, seldom found, yet ever nigh ! 

Receive my temperate vow : 
Not all the storms that shake the pole 
Can e'er disturb thy halcyon soul, 

And smooth the unaltered brow. 

Oh, come, in simple vest airay'd, 
With all thy sober cheer displayed, 

To bless my longing sight ; 
Thy mien composed, thy even pace, 
Thy meek regard, thy matron grace, 

And chaste subdued delight. 

No more by varying passions beat, 
Oh, gently guide my pilgrim feet 

To find thy hermit cell ; 
Where in some pure and equal sky, 
Beneath thy soft indulgent eye. 

The modest virtues dwell. 
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Simplicity in Attic vest, 

And Innocence with candid breast, 

And dear undaunted eye j 
And Hope, who points to distant years, 
Fair opening through this vale of tears, 

A vista to the sky. 

There Health, through whose calm bosom glide 
The temperate joys in even-tide, 

That rarely ebb or flow ; 
And Patience there, thy sister meek. 
Presents her mild unvarying cheek 

To meet the offef d blow. 

Her influence taught the Phrygian sage 
A t3rrant masters wanton rage 

With settled smiles to wait : 
Inured to toil and bitter bread, 
He bow'd his meek submissive head. 

And kiss'd thy sainted feet 

But thou, O nymph retired and coy ! 
In what brown hamlet dost thou joy 

To tell thy tender tale ? 
The lowliest children of the ground, 
Moss-rose and violet, blossom round, 

And Uly of the vale. 

Oh, say what soft propitious hour 
I best may choose to hail thy power. 
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And court thy gentle swayl 
When autumn, friendly to the Muse, 
Shall thy own modest tints difiuse, 

And shed thy milder day : 

When eve, her dewy star beneath, 
Thy balmy spirit loves to breathe. 

And every storm is laid ; 
If such an hour was e'er thy choice. 
Oft let me hear thy soothing voice 

Low whispering through the shade. 

Mrs Barbauld, 1743-1825. 



SONNET.— TO HOPE. 

Where silent woods their dreary shade extend. 

And give new horrors to the gloom of night. 
If chance the swain his faltering footsteps bend, 

In terror pausing for some friendly light. 
How gladsome beats his heart when through the glade, 

Piercing the clouds, he sees the moon's mild ray. 
Onward he springs, with light and vigorous tread. 

And hails the empress of the fainter day. 
Thus, while through life's uncertain paths I rove, 

Should dark despondence spread the gathering gloom. 
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May Hope's soft lustre, streaming from above, 
Dispel the bodings of a mournful doom ; 

And when sad friendship marks my parting breath, 
May Hope's benignant beam illume the vale of death. 

W. Shepherd. 

— Poetical RegistCTy 1810-1811. 



THE PRESENT. 

Do not crouch to-day, and worship 
The old Past, whose life is fled, 
Hush your voice to tender reverence ; 
Crown'd he lies, but cold and dead : 
For the Present reigns oiu: monarch, 
With an added weight of hours ; 
Honour her, for she is mighty 1 
Honour her, for she is ours ! 

See the shadows of his heroes 
Girt around her cloudy throne ; 
Every day the ranks are strengthened 
By great hearts to him unknown ; 
Noble things the great Past promised. 
Holy dreams, both strange and new, 
But the Present shall fulfil them, 
What he promised, she shall do. 
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She inherits all his treasures, 
She is heir to all his fame, 
And the light that lightens round her 
Is the lustre of his name ; 
She is wise with all his wisdom, 
Living on his grave she stands, 
On her brow she bears his laurels, 
And his harvest in her hands. 

Coward, can she reign and conquer 
If we thus her glory dim 1 
Let us fight for her as nobly 
As our fathers fought for him. 
God, who crowns the d)dng ages. 
Bids her rule, and us obey — 
Bids us cast our lives before her, 
Bids us serve the great To-day. 

Adelaide Anne Procter, 1826-1864. 
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THE FISHERMAN'S SONG. 

Away — away o'er the feathery crest 

Of the beautiful blue are we : 
For our toil-lot lies on its boiling breast, 
And our wealth 's in the glorious sea : 
And we Ve h)nnn'd in the grasp of the fiercest night, 

To the God of the sons of toil, 
As we cleft the wave by its own white light. 
And away with its scaly spoiL 

Then oh for the long and the strong oar-sweep 

We have given, and will again ; 
For when children's weal lies in the deep, 
Oh ! their fathers must be men. 

« 

And we '11 think, as the blast grows loud and long, 

That we hear our offsprings' cries — 
And we '11 think, as the surge grows tall and strong. 

Of the tears in their mothers' eyes : 
And we'll reel through the clutch of the shiv'ring green. 

For the warm, warm clasp at home — 
For the soothing smile of each heart's own queen. 
And her arms, like the flying foam. 

Then oh for the long and the strong oar-sweep 

We have given, and will again ; 
For when children's weal lies in the deep. 
Oh ! their fathers must be men. 
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Do we yearn for the land, when toss'd on this 1 

Let it ring to the proud one's tread : 
Far worse than the waters and winds may hiss 

Where the poor man gleans his bread. 
If the adder-tongue of the upstart knave 

Can bleed what it may not bend, 
'Twere better to battle the wildest wave, 
That the spirit of storms could send, 

Than be singing farewell to the bold oar-sweep 

We have given, and will again ; 
If our souls should bow to the savage deep, 
Oh I they'll never to savage men. 

And if death, at times, through a foamy cloud, 

On the brown-brow'd boatman glares. 
He can pay him his glance with a soul as proud 

As the form of a mortal bears : 
And oh 'twere glorious, sure, to die. 

In our toils for some on shore, 
With a hopefid eye fix'd calm on the sky. 
And a hand on the broken oar. 

Then oh for a long, strong, steady sweep ; 

Hold to it — ^hurrah — dash on : 
If our babes must fast till we rob the deep, 
'Tis time that we had begun. 

Anonymous. 
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THE RAINY DAY. 

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary; 
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall, 
But at every gust the dead leaves fall, 
And the day is dark and dreary. 

My life is cold, and dark, and dreary ; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary; 
My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past, 
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast, 
And the days are dark and dreary. 

Be still, sad heart ! and cease repining ; 
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining : 
Thy fate is the common fate of all. 
Into each life some rain must fall. 

Some days must be dark and dreary. 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807 — 
-American. 
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HONEST LABOUR BEARS A LOVELY FACE. 

Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers 1 

O sweet content ! 
Art thou rich, yet is thy mind p^lexed ? 

O punishment ! 
Dost thou laugh to see how fqols are vexed 
To add to golden numbers golden numbers ? 
O sweet content ! O sweet, O sweet content I 

Work apace, apace, apace, apace ; 

Honest labour bears a lovely face ; 
Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny I 

Canst drink the waters of the crispfed spring? 

O sweet content ! 
Swimm'st thou in wealth, yet sink'st in thine own tears? 

O punishment 1 
Then he that patiently want's burden bears 
No burden bears, but is a king, a king ! 
O sweet content ! O sweet, O sweet content I 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace ; 
Honest labour bears a lovely face j 
Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny ! 

Thomas Dekker, 1574-1638. 
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WHERE THERE'S A WILL THERE'S 

A WAY. 

We have faith in old proverbs full surely, 

For Wisdom has traced what they tell, 
And Truth may be drawn up as purely 

From them, as it may from " a well" 
Let us questioti the thinkers and doers, 

And hear what they honestly say. 
And you'll find they believe, like bold wooers, 

In " Where there 's a will there 's a way." 

The hills have been high for Man's mounting. 

The woods have been dense for his axe, 
The stars have been thick for his counting, 

The sands have been wide for his tracks, 
The sea has been deep for his diving. 

The poles have been broad for his sway. 
But bravely he 's proved in his striving 

That " Where there *s a will there 's a way." 

Have ye vices that ask a destroyer] 

Or passions that need your controll 
Let Reason become your employer. 

And your body be ruled by your soul. 
Fight on, though ye bleed in the trial. 

Resist with all strength that you may; 
Ye may conquer Sin's host by denial ; 

For " Where there 's a will there 's a way." 
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Have ye Poverty's pinching to cope with % 

Does suffering weigh down your might 1 
Only call up a spirit to hope with, 

And dawn may come out of the night 
Oh ! much may be done by defying 

The ghosts of Despair and Dismay; 
And much may be gained by relying 

On " Where there 's a will there 's a way." 

Eliza Cook, 1818 — 



TIMES GO BY TURNS. 

The loppM tree in time may grow again, 

Most naked plants renew both fruit and flower ; 

The sorriest wight may find release of pain, 
The driest soil suck in some moistening shower : 

Times go by turns, and chances change by course. 

From foul to fair, from better hap to worse. 

The sea of Fortune doth not ever flow; 

She draws her favours to the lowest ebb : 
Her tides have equal times to come and go ; 

Her loom doth weave the fine and coarsest web : 
No joy so great but runneth to an end, 
No hap so hard but may in fine ameiid, 

H 
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Not always fall of leaf, nor ever spring, 
Not endless night, yet not eternal day ; 

The saddest birds a season find to sing, 
The roughest storm a calm may soon allay. 

Thus, with succeeding turns, God tempereth all. 

That man may hope to rise, yet fear to falL 

A chance may win that by mischance was lost ; 

That net that holds no great, takes little fish ; 
In some things all, in all things none are cross'd ; 

Few all they need, but none have all they wish. 
Unmingled joys here to no man befall ; 
Who least, hath some ; who most, have never alL 

Robert Southwell, 15 60-1 5 95. 



DISCONTENT. 

The mariner whose little bark is toss'd 

Upon the rude ungovernable waves, 

'Midst rocks and quicksands, often toils and slaves, 
Uncertain if he shall or not be lost. 
And buried in the mighty deep he cross'd 

So often and so safe — in vain he craves 

Assistance, whilst the foaming torrent laves 
His labouring vessel. Thoughts which once engrossed 
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^d cheer'd his brighter days, are now forgot j 

Or, if remember'd, tend to aggravate 
The dreadful scene. " How wretched is my lot !" 

He cries. The danger o'er, he tempts his fate 
Again. Thus weak repining man doth sigh, 
And discontented lives, yet fears to die. 

Anonymous. 



HAPPINESS IN MODERATION. 

Happy the man whose wishes never roam 
Beyond the precincts of his native spot ; 

Who tastes the simple joys of sacred home, 
Nor aims, ambitious, to extend his lot 

What nature asks, to him is richly given ; 

Fictitious ardours ne'er his breast torment. 
Ne'er on the inconstant tides of passion driven. 

He seeks not pleasure where he finds content. 

By prudent culture to invite the soil 
To pay, with bounteous gratitude, his care, 

To brace his sinews with each manly toil. 
And draw bright spirit from the buxom air ; 

To fill the part by ruling Heaven assigned 
Through all the duties of his rustic sphere. 

Enjoy the blessings of a cheerful mind, 
A cloudless judgment and a conscience clear. 
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These are the joys that wait the simple swain 

Who, to his manor, limits his desires, 
Whose bosom bums not with the thirst of gain, 

The lust of pleasure, or ambition's fires. 

Bold independence elevates his soul 
Above the blast of Fame, the power of crowns. 

He spurns the despot's, and the mob's control. 
Nor courts their smiles, nor apprehends their frowns. 

Solicitations, anxious hopes, and fears. 

Sweep not his bosom with alternate tides ; 
He heeds not how the wind of favour veers, 

What infrest rises, or what power subsides. 

He sells not truth for popular applause, 
Nor haunts the levees of the man in place ; 

But pleads, with dauntless voice, his country's cause. 
When folly blinds, or sordid arts disgrace. 

He traverses with sapient eye the fields 
That science opens to the mental view; 

Yet culls the sweetest flowers that fancy yields, 
And wisely joins the pleasing with the true. 

Beyond this scene of trouble, doubt, and fear, 

Where transient joys scarce soothe our lasting pains, 

He looks into a region, calm and clear. 
Where happiness resides, and virtue reigns. 

Dr W. L. Brown. 

— Poetical R^ter, 1804. 
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WHAT IS LIFE? 

What is the existence of man's life 
But open war or slumbered strife % 
Where sickness to his sense presents 
The combat of the elements, 
And never feels a perfect peace 
Till death's cold hand signs his release. 

It is a storm — where the hot blood 
Outvies in rage the boiling flood : 
And each loud passion of the mind 
Is hke a furious gust of wind. 
Which beats the bark with many a wave, 
TUl he casts anchor in the grave. 

It is a flower — ^which buds and grows, 
And withers as the leaves disclose ; 
Whose spring and fall faint seasons keep, 
Like fits of waking before sleep, 
Then sinks into that fatal mould 
Where its first being was enrolled. 

It is a dream — ^whose seeming truth 
Is moralised in age and youth ; 
Where all the comforts he can share 
As wandering as his fancies are. 
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Till in a mist of dark decay 
The dreamer vanish quite away. 

It is a dial — ^which points out 
The sunset as it moves about ; 
And shadows out in lines of night 
The subtle stages of Time's flight, 
Till all-obscuring earth hath laid 
The body in perpetual shade. 

It is a weary interlude — 
Which doth short joys, long woes, include : 
The world the stage, the prologue tears ; 
The acts vain hopes and varied fears ; 
The scene shuts up with loss of breath, 
And leaves no epilogue but Death ! 

Dr Henry King, 1591-1669. 
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TIME THE COMFORTER. 

O Time ! who know'st a lenient hand to lay 
Softest on sorrow's wound, and slowly thence 
(Lulling to sad repose the weary sense) 

The faint pang stealest, unperceived, away! 

On thee I rest my only hope at last. 
And think when thou hast dried the bitter tear 
That flows in vain o'er all my soul held dear. 
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I may look back on every sorrow past, 
And meet life's peaceful evening with a smile — 
As some lone bird, at da)r's departing hour, 
Sings in the sunbeam of the transient shower. 
Forgetful, though its wings are wet the while : 
Yet ah ! how much must that poor heart endure 
Which hopes from thee, and thee alone, a cure ! 

W. L. Bowles, 1762-1850. 



GRATITUDE AND HUMBLE CONTENT. 

Lord, Thou hast given me a cell 

Wherein to dwell j 
A little house, whose humble roof 

Is weatherproof; 
Under the spars of which I lie 

Both soft and dry. 
Where Thou, my chamber for to ward, 

Hast set a guard 
Of harmless thoughts, to watch and keep 

Me while I sleep. 
Low is my porch, as is my fate, 

Both void of state ; 
And yet the threshold of my door 

Is worn by the poor. 
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Who hither come, and freely get 

Good words or meat. 
Like as my parlour, so my hall. 

And kitchen small ; 
A little buttery, and therein 

A httle bin. 
Which keeps my little loaf of bread 

Unchipt, unflead. 
Some brittle sticks of thorn or brier 

Make me a fire, 
Close by whose living coal I sit, 

And glow like it. 
Lord, I confess, too, when I dine, 

The pulse is Thine, 
And all those other bits that be 

There placed by Thee. 
The worts, the purslain, and the mess 

Of water-cress. 
Which of Thy kindness Thou hast sent : 

And my content 
Makes those, and my belovfed beet, 

To be more sweet 
Tis Thou that crown'st my glittering hearth 

With guiltless mirth ! 
And giVst me wassail-bowls to drink. 

Spiced to the brink. 
Lord, 'tis Thy plenty-dropping hand 

That sows my land : 
All this and better, dost Thou send 

Me for this end : 
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That I should render for my part 

A thankful heart, 
Which, fired with incense, I resign 

As wholly thine : 
But the acceptance — that must be, 

O Lord, by Thee. 

Robert Herrick, 1591-1660. 



THE COMMON LOT. 

Mourn not thy daughter fading ! 

It is the common lot, 
That those we love should come and go> 
And leave us in this world of woe : 

So, murmur not ! 

Her life was short, but fair, 

Unsullied by a blot ; 
And now she sinks to dreamless rest, — 
(A dove who makes the earth her nest ;) 

So, murmur not ! 

No pangs, nor passionate grief, 

Nor anger raging hot. 
No ills shall ever harm her more ; 
She goes into the silent shore, 

Where pain is not. 
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Weep'st thou that none should mourn 

For thee, and thy sad lot 1 
Peace, peace ! and know that few e*er grieve, 
When Death, the tjrrant, doth unweave 

Life's little knot. 

E'en thou scarce wept must fade ! 

It is the common lot, 
To link our hearts to things that fly, — 
To love without return, — and die, 

And be — forgot ! 

B. W. Procter, 1790 — 



SWEET IS THE PEASANT'S SLEEP 1 

Sweet is the peasant's sleep ! 
Sweet, if by toil he earns his bread : 
He knows not half the care and dread 
Which agitate the rich man's mind, 
And make him watch and weep ; 

But, casting sorrow to the wind. 
Sweet is the peasant's sleep ! 

Refreshing are his dreams ! 
No tantalising scenes of wealth 
Mock him, possess'd of ease and health, 
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He fears not murderers, storms, nor fire, 
The rich man's nightly themes ; 

But Innocence and Peace inspire 
His light and pleasant dreams. <. 

And when the cheerful mom 
The watchful cock proclaims aloud. 
Light fly his slumbers, as a cloud, 
Reflected by the noonday sun. 
On wings of light is borne ; 

No headache veils, in mantle dun. 
The peasant's happy ijiom. 

Goddess of sweet repose ! 
While toil invites my limbs to rest. 
With thy warm pinions shield my breast ; 

Breathe through my lips thy kindest dreams, 
My willing eyelids close. 

And as the peasant's slumber seems, 
Be such my kind repose. 

•Poetical Registtry 1806, 



" BLESSED ARE THEY THAT MOURN." 

Oh, deem not they are blest alone 
Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep ; 

The Power who pities man has strown 
A blessing for the eyes that weep. 
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The light of-smiles shall fill again 
The lids that overflow with tears ; 

And weary hours of woe and pain 
Are propiises of happier years. 

There is a day of sunny rest 

For every dark and troubled night ; 

And grief may bide an evening guest, 
But joy shall come with early light 

And thou, who, o'er thy friend's low bier, 
Sheddest the bitter drops like rain, 

Hope that a brighter, happier sphere. 
Will give him to thine arms again. 

Nor let the good man's trust depart. 
Though life its common gifts deny, 

Though with a pierced and broken heart, 
And spum'd of men he goes to die. 

For God has mark'd each sorrowing day. 

And number'd every secret tear ; 
And heaven's long age of bliss shall pay 
Fot all His children suffer here. 

W. C. Bryant, 1798— 
— American. 



T'^5».W'^S-«- 



SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 12$ , 



WORK, HOPE, AND TRUST I 
(the poor man to his son.) 

Work, work, my boy, be not afraid. 

Look Labour boldly in the face \ 
Take up the hammer or the spade. 

And blush not for your humble place. 

Earth was first conquered by the power 

Of daily sweat and peasant toil; 
And where would kings have found their dower. 

If poor men had not trod the soil % 

Hold up your brow in honest pride. 

Though rough and swarth your hands may be ; 
Such hands are sap-veins that provide 

The life-blood of the Nation's tree. 

There 's honour in the toiling part. 
That finds us in the furrow'd fields ; 

It stamps a crest upon the heart 
Worth more than all your quarter'd shields. 

There 's gloiy in the shuttle's song, 
There's triumph in the anvil's stroke : 

There 's merit in the brave and strong. 
Who dig the mine or fell the oak. 
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Work, work, my boy, and murmur not, 
The fustian garb betrays no shame ; 

The grime of forge-soot leaves no blot, 
And labour gilds the meanest name. 

There 's duty for all those, my son, 
Who act their earthly part aright ; 

The spider's home-threads must be spun, 
The bee sucks on 'twixt flowers and light. 

The hungry bird his food must seek. 
The ant must pile his winter fare ; 

The seed drops not into the beak ; 
The store is only gain'd by care. 

The wind disturbs the sleeping lake. 
And bids it ripple pure and fresh ; 

It moves the green boughs till they make 
Grand music in their leafy mesh. 

And so the active breath of life 

Should stir our dull and sluggard wills, 

For are we not created rife 
With health that stagnant torpor kills? 

I doubt if he who lolls his head 
Where Idleness and Plenty meet. 

Enjoys his pillow or his bread. 
As those who earn the meals they eat 
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And man is never half so blest 

As when the busy day is spent, 
So as to make his evening rest 

A holiday of glad content 

God grant thee but a due reward, 

A guerdon portion fair and just ; 
And then ne'er think thy station hard, 

But work, my boy, work, hope, and trust ! 

Eliza Cook, i8i8 — 



THE RIVER. 

IKFANT of the weeping hills. 
Nursling of the sp^rings and rills, 
Growing River, flowing ever, 
Wimpling, dimpling, staying never, — 
Lisping, gurgling, ever going. 
Lipping, slipping, ever flowing, 
Topng round the polish'd stone. 
Kiss the sedge and journey on. 
Here 's a creek where bubbles come, 
Whirling make yom: ball of foam. 
There 's a nook so deep and cool, 
Sleep into a glassy pooL 
Breaking, gushing. 
Downward rushing, 
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Narrowing green against the bank, 
Where the alders grow in rank, — 
Thence recoiling, 
Outward boiling, 

Fret, in rough shingly shallows wide, 
Your difficult way to yonder side. 
Thence away, aye away. 
Bickering down the sunny day. 
In the sea, in yonder west, 
Lose yourself, and be at rest 

Thus from darkness weeping out, 
Flows our infant Life away, 
Murmuring now the checks about, 
Singing now in onward play ; 
Deepening, whirling, 
Darkly swirling 

Downward suck'd in eddjdng cover. 
Boiling with tumultuous loves ; 
Widening o'er the worldly sands ; 
Kissing full the cultured lands ; 
Dim with trouble, glory lit, 
Heaven still bending over it ; 
Changing still, yet ever going. 
Onward, downward ever flowing. 

Oh to be a boy once more, 
Curly-headed, sitting singing 
'Midst a thousand flowrets springing. 
In the sunny days of yore. 
In the sunny world remote, 
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With feelings opening in their dew. 

And fairy wonders ever new, 

And all the budding growths of thought ! 

Oh, to be a boy, yet be 

From all my early follies free ! 

But were I skill'd in prudent lore. 

The boy were then a boy no more. 

Short our threescore years and ten, 
Yet who would live them o'er again % 
All life's good, ere they be flown. 
We have felt, and we have known. 
More than mortal were our fear. 
If doom'd to dwell for ever here. 

Yet, oh, from age to age, that we 

Might rise a day old earth to see ! 

Mountains, high with nodding firs. 

O'er you the clouded crystal stirs, 

Fresh as of old, how fresh and sweet 1 

And here the flowerets at my feet 

Daisy, daisy, wet with dew. 

And all ye little bells of blue, 

I know you all j thee, clover bloom, 

Thee the fern, and thee the broom : 

And still the leaves and breezes mingle 

With twinklings in the forest dingle. 

Oh, through all wildering worlds I 'd know 

My own dear place of long ago. 

Pleased would the yearning spirit then 

The doings learn of living men, 

I 
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The rise and fall of realms and kings, 

And, oh, a thousand homely things. 

Deeper our care considerate 

To know of earth's diviner state : 

How speeds the Church, with horns of light, 

To push and pierce the Heathen night 1 

What promise of the coming day 

When Sin and Pain shall pass away, 

And, under Love's peipetual prime, 

Joy light the waving wings of Time. 

Thomas Aird, 1802 — 



LIFE'S MUTATION& 

As waves the grass upon the fields to-day, 
That soon the wasting scythe shall sweep away ; 
As smiles the floweret in the morning dew. 
That eve's chill blast in blighted death may strew. 
Thus in brief glory spring the sons of clay. 
Thus bloom a while, then wither and decay. 

I saw an infant in its robe of white. 
The admiring mother's ever dear delight ; 
It clapp'd its hands when tones of mirth went by, 
And nature's gladness glisten'd in its eye. 
Again I came — an empty crib was there, 
A narrow coffin, and a funeral prayer. 
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I saw a boy in healthful vigour bold, 
Nor summer's heat he fear'd, nor winter's cold ; 
With dexterous foot he dared the frozen pool, 
His laugh rang loudest 'mid his mates at school. 
Again I came — his name alone was found 
On one low stone that crowns yon swelling mound. 

I saw a gentle maid with beauty bless'd. 
In youth resplendent, and by love caress'd ; 
Her clustering hair in sunny ringlets glow'd, 
Her red lips moved, and thrilling music flowed. 
Again I came — her parents' halls were lone. 
And o'er her turf-bed rose the weeper's moan. 

Oh, boasted joys of earth ! how swift ye fly, 
Rent from the heart or hidden from the eye ; 
So through the web the weaver's shuttle glides, 
So speeds the vessel o'er the billowy tides. 
So cleaves the bird the liquid fields of light, 
And leaves no furrow of its trackless flight. 

Dust tends to dust, with ashes ashes blend ; 
Yet when the grave engulfs the buried friend, 
A few brief sighs may mark its yawning brink, 
A few salt tears the broken clods may drink, 
A few sad hearts with bursting anguish bleed, 
And pay that tribute which they soon must need 

T^ soon must need! But life's returning cares 
Sweep off the precious finit that sorrow bears \ 
The mourner drops his sable, and aspires 
To light anew ambition's smother'd fires, 
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Bathe his worn brow with labour's wasting dew, 
And, sleepless, toil for heirs he knows not who. 

Thus He who marks us in our vain careet, 

In wisdom darkens what we hold most dear ; 

Shreds from our vine the bowering leaves away, 

And breaks its tendrils from their grovelling stay, 

That the rich clusters, lifted to the sky. 

May surer ripen for a world on high. 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney, 1791 — 
— AmericatL 



ODE TO PATIENCK 

Unawed by threats, unmoved by force, 
My steady soul pursues her course. 

Collected, calm, resigned; 
Say, you who search with curious eyes 
The source whence human actions rise — 

Say whence this turn of mind 1 

'Tis Patience — lenient Goddess, hail 1 
Oh, let thy votary's vows prevail, 

Thy threatened flight to stay; 
Long hast thou been a welcome guest, 
Long reign'd an inmate in this breast. 

And ruled with gentle sway. 
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Through all the various turns of fate, 
Ordain'd me in each several state, 

My wa)rward lot has known ; 
What taught me silently to bear. 
To curb the sigh, to check the tear, 

When sorrow weigh'd me down 1 

'Twas Patience — temperate Goddess, stay I 
For still thy dictates I obey. 

Nor )deld to Passion's power : 
Though by injurious foes borne down. 
My fame, my toil, my hopes overthrown 

In some ill-fated hour. 

When robb'd of what I held most dear. 
My hands adom'd the mournful bier 

Of her I loved so well ; 
What, when mute sorrow chain'd my tongue, 
As o'er the sable hearse I hung. 

Forbade the tide to swell? 

'Twas Patience — Goddess ever calm ! 
Oh ! pour into my breast the balm, 

That antidote to pain ; 
Which flowing from thy nectar^d urn, 
By chemistry divine can turn 

Our losses into gain. 

When sick and languishing in bed, 
Sleep from my restless couch had fled, 
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(Sleep which even pain beguileSi) 
What taught me calmly to sustain 
A feverish being rack'd with pain, 

And dress'd my looks in smiles ? 



'Twas Patience — Heaven-descended maid ! 
Implored, flew swiftly to my aid, 

And lent her fostering breast ; 
Watch'd my sad hours with parent care, 
Repeird the approaches of despair. 

And dOOthed my soul to rest 

Say, when dissevered from his side, 
My friend, protector, and my guide, 

When my prophetic soul, 
Anticipating all the storm, 
Saw danger in its direst form. 

What could my fears control % 

'Twas Patience — ^gentle Goddess, hear I 
Be ever to thy suppliant near, 

Nor let one murmur rise ; 
Since still some mighty joys are given, 
Dear to her soul the gifts of Heaven, 

The sweet domestic ties. 

Mrs T. Sheridan. 
•Foetical Register^ 1802. 
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YOUTH AND AGE. 

With cheerful step the traveller 

Pursues his early way, 
When first the dimly-dawning east 

Reveals the rising day. 

He bounds along his craggy road, 
He hastens up the height. 

And all he sees and all he heai'S 
Administer delight. 

And if the mist, retiring slow. 
Roll rolmd its wavy white. 

He thinks the morning vapours hide 
Some beauty from his sight. 

But when behind the western clouds 

Departs the fading day. 
How wearily the traveller 

Pursues his evening way I 

Sorely along the craggy road 
His painful footsteps creep, 

And slow, with many a feeble pause, 
He labours up the steep. 
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9 

And if the mists of night close round, 

They fill his soul with fear : 
He dreads some unseen precipice, 

Some hidden danger near. 

So cheerfully does youth begin 

Life's pleasant morning stage ; 
Alas ! the evening traveller feels 

The fears of wary age. 

Robert Southey, 1776-1843. 



A WISH. 

Mine be a cot beside the hill ; 

A bee-hive's hum shall soothe my ear ; 
A willowy brook, that turns a mill, 

With many a fall, shall linger near. 

The swallow oft beneath my thatch 
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest ; 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch. 
And share my meal, a welcome guest 

Around my ivied porch shall spring 

Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew; 

And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing, 
In russet gown and apron blue. 
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The village church among the trees, 
Where first our marriage vows were given; 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze, 
And point with taper spire to heaven. 

Samuel Rogers, 1762-1855. 



CALL TO ACTION. 

WouLDST thou from sorrow find a sweet relief. 
And is thy heart oppressed with woes untold 1 

Balm wouldst thou gather for corroding grief? 
Pour blessings round thee like a shower of gold % 
'Tis when the rose is wrapp'd in many a fold 

Close to its heart, the worm is wasting there 
Its life and beauty : not when all unroll'd, 

Leaf after leaf, its bosom rich and fair 

Breathes freely its perfumes throughout the ambient air. 

Wake, thou that sleepest in enchanted bowers. 
Lest the Ibst years should haunt thee on the night, 

When death is waiting for thy numbered hours 
To take their swift and everlasting flight : 
Wake, ere the earthly charm unnerve thee quite. 

And be thy thoughts to work divine addrest : 
Do something : do it soon — with all thy might ! 

An angel's wing would droop, if long at rest, 

And God himself inactive were no longer blest 
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Some high or humble enterprise of good 

Contemplate, till it shall possess thy mind. 
Become thy study, pastime, rest, and foodjl 

And kindle in thy heart a flame refined. 

Fray Heaven for firmness thy whole soul to bind 
To this thy purpose — ^to begin, pursue. 

With thoughts all fix'd, and feelings purely kind ; 
Strength to complex and with delight review, 
And grace to give tte praise where all is ever due. 



No good of worth sublime will Heaven permit 
To hght on man as from the passing air. 

The lamp of Genius, though by Nature ht, 
If not protected, trimm'd, and fed with care, 
Soon dies, or runs to waste with fitful glare ; 

And learning is a plant that spreads and towers 
Slow as Columbia's aloe proudly rare, 

That 'mid gay thousands, with the suns and showers 

Of half a century, grows alone before it flowers. 



Has immortality of name been given 
To them that idly worship hills and grdves^ 

And bum sweet incense to the queen of heaven 1 
Did Newton learn firom fancy as it roves 
To measure worlds and follow where each moves % 

Did Howard gain renown that shall not cease 
By wanderings wild that Nature's pilgrim loves? 

Or did Paul gain heaven's glory and its peace 

By musing o'er the bright and tranquil isles of Greece 1 
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Beware lest thou from sloth, that would appear 
But lowliness of mind, with joy proclaim 

Thy want of worth — a charge thou couldst not hear 
From other lips without a blush of shame, 
Or pride indignant : then be thine to blame, 

And make thyself of worth; and thus enlist 
The smiles of all the good, the dear to fame : 

'Tis infamy to die and not be miss'd. 

And let all soon forget that thou didst e'er exist 

Rise to some work of high and holy love, 
And thou an angeFs happiness shalt know ; 

Shalt bless the earth, while in the world above 
The good begun by thee shall onward flow 
In many a branching stream, and wider grow : 

The seed, that in these few and fleeting hours 
Thy hands unsparing and unwearied sow. 

Shall deck thy grave with amaranthine flowers, 

And yield thee fruit divine in heaven's immortal bowers. 

Carlos Wilcox. 
— American. 



SUCH IS LIFR 

LiKe to the falling of a star, 
Or as the flights of eagles are; 
Or like the fresh spring's gaudy hue, 
Or silver drops of morning dew ; 
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Or like a wind that chafes the flood. 
Or bubbles which on water stood : 
Even such is man, whose borrow'd light 
Is straight call'd in, and paid to-night 

The wind blows out, the bubble dies ; 
The spring entomb'd in autumn lies ; 
The dew dries up, the star is shot : 
The flight is past — and man forgot 

Dr Henry King, 1591-1669. 



THE CROWDED STREET. 

Let me move slowly through the street, 

Fiird with an ever-shifting train, 
Amid the sound of steps that beat 

The murmuring walks like autumn rain. 

How fast the flitting figures come ! 

The mild, the fierce, the stony face ; 
Some bright with thoughtless smiles, and some 

Where secret tears have left their trace. 

They pass — ^to toil, to strive, to rest ; 

To halls in which the feast is spread ; 
To chambers where the funeral guest 

In silence sits beside the dead. 



V 
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And some to happy homes repair, 
Where children, pressing cheek 'to cheek, 

With mute caresses shall declare 
The tenderness they cannot speak. 

And some, who walk in calmness here. 
Shall shudder as they reach the door 

Where one who made their dwelling dear, 
Its flower, its light, is seen no more. 

Youth, with pale cheek and slender frame, 
And dreams of greatness in thine eye ! 

Goest thou to build an early name, 
Or early in the task to die ? 

Keen son of trade, with eager brow ! 

Who is now fluttering in thy snare 1 
Thy golden fortunes, tower they now. 

Or melt the glittering spires in air ? 

Who of this crowd to-night shall tread 
The dance till daylight gleam again ? 

Who sorrow o'er the untimely dead 1 
WTio writhe in throes of mortal pain? 

Some, famine-struck, shall think how long 
The cold dark hours, how slow the light 1 

And some, who flaunt amid the throng, 
Shall hide in dens of shame to-night 
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Each, where his tasks or pleasures call, 
TJiey pass, and heed each other not 

There is Who heeds, Who holds them all, 
In His large love and boundless thought 

These struggling tides of life that seem 
In wayward, aimless course to tend, 
Are eddies of the mighty stream 
That rolls to its appointed end. 

W. C. Bryant, 1798 — 
—American. 



LABOUR, UNIVERSAL. 

Heart of the People ! Working Men I 

Marrow and nerve of human powers ; 
Who on your sturdy backs sustain 

Through streaming Time this world of ours ; 
Hold by that title, — ^which proclaims, . 

That ye are undismayed and strong, 
Accomplishing whatever aims 

May to the sons of earth belong. 

Yet not alone on you depend 

These offices, or burthens fall \ 
Labour for some or other end 

Is lord and master of us all. 
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The high-bom youth from downy bed 
Must meet the mom with horse and hound, 

While Industry for daily bread 
Pursues afresh his wonted round. 

With all his pomp of pleasure, he 

Is but your working comrade now, 
And shouts and winds his hom, as ye 

Might whistle by the loom or plough ; 
In vain for him has wealth the use 

Of warm repose and careless joy, — 
When, as ye labour to produce. 

He strives, as active to destroy. 

But who is this with wasted frame, 

Sad sign of vigour overwrought 1 
What toil can this new victim claim 1 

Pleasure, for Pleasure's sake besought. 
How men would mock her flaunting shows. 

Her golden promise, if they knew 
What weary work she is to those 

Who have no better work to do ! 

And he who still and silent sits 

In closed room or shady nook, 
And seems to nurse his idle wits 

With folded arm or open book : — 
To things now working in that mind, 

Your children's children well may owe 
Blessings that Hope has ne'er defined 

Till from his busy thoughts they flow. 
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Thus all must work — ^with head or hand, 

For self or others, good or ill ; 
Life is ordain'd to bear, like land, 

Some fruit, be fallow as it will : 
Evil hasr force itself to sow 

Where we deny the healthy seed, — 
And all our choice is this, — to grow 

Pasture and grain or noisome weed. 

Then in content possess your hearts, 

Unenvious of each other's lot, — 
For those which seem the easiest parts 

Have travail which ye reckon not : 
And he is bravest, happiest, best, 

Who, from the task within his span, 
Earns for himself his evening rest. 

And an increase of good for man. 

Richard JMoNCKTON Milnes, 1809- 



^9^^®^ 



OLD AGE AND DEATH. 

The seas are quiet when the winds give o'er'; 
So calm are we when passions are no more. 
For then we know how vain it was to boast 
Of fleeting things, too certain to be lost 
Clouds of affection from our younger eyes 
Conceal that emptiness which age descries, 



r 
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The sours dark cottage, battered and decayed, 
Lets in new light through chinks that time has made : 
Stronger by weakness, wiser men become, 
As they draw near to their eternal home. 
Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view, 
That stand upon the threshold of the new. 

Edmund Waller, 1605-1687. 



THE WORLD. 

Some caU the world a dreary place, 
And tell long tales of sin and woe ; 

As if there were no blessed trace 
Of sunshine to be found below. 

They point, when autumn winds are sighing, 
To falling leaves and withered flowers ; 

But shall we only mourn them dying. 
And never note their brilliant hours ] 

They mark the rainbow's fading light, 

And say it is the type of man ; 
" So passeth he" — ^but, oh ! how bright 

The transient glory of the span ! 

They liken Life unto the stream 

That, swift and shallow, pours along ; 

But beauty marks the rippling gleam, 
And music fills the bubbling song. 
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Why should the preacher ever rave 
Of sorrow, death, and " dust to dustT' 

We know that we shall fill a grave, — 
But why be sad before we must ? 

Look round the world and we shall see, 
Despite the cynic's snarling groan. 

Much to awaken thankful glee. 
As well as wring the hopeless moan. 

Perchance the laden tree we shake 
May have a reptile at its root ; 

But shall we only see the snake. 
And quite forget the grateful fruit? 

Shall we forget each sunny mom, 
And tell of one dire lightning'Stroke % 

Of all the suits that we have worn, 
Shall we but keep the funeral cloak % 

Oh I why should our own hands be titining 
Dark chaplets from the cypress-tree % 

Why stand in gloomy spots, repining, 
When further on sweet buds may bel 

'Tis true that nightshade oft will bind us, 
That eyes, the brightest, will be dim ; 

Old wrinkled Care too oft will find us. 
But why should we go seeking himi 

EuzA Cook, 18 18 



SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 147 



ODE TO DUTY. 

Offsprinq of holy Truth, 

Maternal guide of youth, 
Lo ! to thy shrine no costly gifts I bring ; 

But thou with aspect stem 

Wilt not, O Duty, spurn 
Feeling's spontaneous simple oflfering. 

Not mine the song of flame ; 

Not mine the hero's name ; 
Yet wilt thou not my humble efforts bless 1 

For I would call thee friend. 

Thy voice with joy attend. 
And walk with thee in silent usefulness. 

Oft when I shuddering eye 

The dark futurity. 
That silent untried path ! and meditate 

On all the ills and cares. 

The sorrows, and the snares. 
Which there the young adventurer await : 

And think with sickening glance 

Upon life's awful chance. 
How great the danger, and the task how vast ! 

From the dark torrent's brink 

I like a coward shrink, 
Fear to plunge in, and wildly wish it past. 
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Then thou with frown severe 

ReproVst my servile fear ; 
** Why tremble thus, while Duty is thy pride ? I 

While beams my steady light, I 

Fear not the blackest night, I 

For ill shall ne'er befall thee at my side." ' 

And trust in thee I will; 

Oh, keep me near thee still, 
And teach me every terror to dismiss ! 

For ne'er have I believed. 

And thou my hopes deceived, I 

Thy yoke is easy, and thine end is bliss ! 

Should Love's seductive wiles. 

Should Beauty's melting smiles. 
From prudence tempt my youthful heart to err. 

While phantoms of delight 

Dance by my dazzled sight, 
And eager Hope forbids me to defer. I 

•  

Oh, then oppose thy shield. 

Nor let me weakly yield. 
But bow submissive, and await thy will : 

Within my throbbing breast. 

Be every sigh represt. 
And every fond aspiring hope be still 1 

Yet never shall my heart 
Be taught the Stoic art : 
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Far — far the apathy of pride remove ! 
Oh ! better 'twere to feel 
The wound that ne'er can heal, 

Than, cold and callous grown, forget to love. 

Where'er thou lead'st the way. 

The summons I'll obey; 
Bid me come to thee o'er the yielding wave, 

For thou wilt o'er the tide 

My steps upholding guide. 
And when I'm sinking, stretch thine arm to save. 

E'en shall thy stem command 

Forbid my youthful hand 
To hold sweet converse with the much-loved lyre. 

Though not without a sigh, 

I 'd hang it up on high, 
And bid with fond adieu the Muse retire. 

Then, when in swift decay, 

Fast ebbs my life away, 
How sweet to hear thy soft approving voice I 

How will thine angel-smile 

The last sad hour beguile, 
The dying pillow smoothe — the sinking heart 
rejoice ! 

-Poetical Register^ 1810-11. 
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ON THE PICTURE OF A « CHILD TIRED 

AT PLAY." 

Tired of play ! tired of play ! 

What hast thou done this livelong day? 

The birds are silent, and so is the bee ; 

The sun is creeping up steeple and tree ; 

The doves have flown to the sheltering eaves. 

And the nests are dark with the drooping leaves; 

Twilight gathers, and day is done — 

How hast thou spent it — ^restless one ? 

Playing 1 But what hast thou done beside 
To tell thy mother at eventide ? 
What promise of mom is left unbroken 1 
What kind word to thy playmates spoken ? 
What hast thou pitied, and whom forgiven? 
How with thy faults has duty striven ? 
What hast thou learned by field and hill, 
By greenwood path, and by singing rilll 

There will come an eve to a longer day, 
That will find thee tired — ^but not of play I 
And thou wilt lean, as thou leanest now, 
With drooping limbs and aching brow, 
And wish the shadows would faster creep, 
And long to go to thy quiet sleep. — 
Well were it then if thine aching brow 
Were as free fi-om sin and shame as now ! 
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Well for thee, if thy lip could tell 
A tale like this — of a day spent well 
If thine open hand hath relieved distress — 
If thy pity hath sprung to wretchedness — 
If thou hast forgiven the sore offence, 
And humbled thy heart with penitence — 
If Nature's voices have spoken to thee 
With her holy meanings eloquently — 

If every creature hath won thy love, 

From the creeping worm to the brooding dove — 

If never a sad, low-spoken word 

Hath pled with thy human heart unheard — 

Then, when the night steals on, as now. 

It will bring relief to thine aching brow, 

And, with joy and peace at the thought of rest. 

Thou wilt sink to sleep on thy mother's breast. 

N. P. Willis, 1807— 
-Americafk 



LIFE'S UNCERTAINTY. 

AT A FUNERAL. 

Beneath our feet and o'er our head 

Is equal warning given ; 
Beneath us lie the countless dead. 

Above us is the heaven I 
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Their names are graven on the stone, 

Their bones are in the clay : 
And ere another day is done, 

Ourselves may be as they. 

Death rides on every passing breeze. 

He lurks in every flower ; 
Each season has its own disease. 

Its peril every hour ! 

Our eyes have seen the rosy light 

Of youth's soft cheek decay, 
And Fate descend in sudden night 

On manhood's middle day. 

Our eyes have seen the steps of age 
Halt feebly towards the tomb ; 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage, 
And dreams of days to come % 

Turn, mortal, turn ! thy danger know ; 

Where'er thy foot can tread 
The earth rings hollow from below. 

And warns thee of her dead ! 

Turn, Christian, turn ! thy soul apply 

To truths divinely given ; 
The bones that underneath thee lie 

Shall live for hell or heaven ! 

Bishop Heber, 17 83-1 8 26. 
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SOLITUDE. 

To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell, 
To slowly trace the forest's shady scene. 
Where things that own not man's dominion dwell, 
And mortal foot hath ne'er or rarely been ; 
To climb the trackless mountain all unseen, 
With the wild flock that never needs a fold ; 
Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean ; — 
This is not solitude j 'tis but to hold 
Converse with Nature's charms, and view her stores 
unroll'd. 

But midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men. 
To hear, to see, to feel, and to possess, 
And roam along, the world's tired denizen. 
With none who bless us, none whom we can bless ; 
Minions of splendour shrinking from distress ! 
None that, with kindred consciousness endued, 
If we were not, would seem to smile the less. 
Of all that flatter'd, follow'd, sought and sued ; 

This is to be alone ; this, this is solitude ! 

Lord Byron, i788-i824, 

— ChUde Harold, 
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APPEARANCES DECEITFUL. 

The world is still deceived with ornament 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

But, being seasoned with a gracious voice. 

Obscures the show of evil 1 In religion, 

What damnbd error, but some sober brow 

Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament 1 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 

Some mark of virtue on its outward parts. 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 

The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars, 

Who, inward searched, have livers white as milk 

And these assume but valour's excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 

And you shall see 'tis purchased by the weight ; 

Which therein works a miracle in nature, 

Making them lightest that wear most of it : 

So are those crispSd, snaky, golden locks, 

Which makes such wanton gambols with the wind, 

Upon supposed fairness often known 

To be the dowry of a second head ; 

The skull that bred them, in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the guilbd shore 

To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 
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The seeming truth which coming time put on 
To entrap the wisest. 

W. Shakspeare, 1564-1616. 
-Merchant of Venice, 
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JOUK AND LET THE JAW GAE BY! 

Oh ! say not life is ever drear, 

For midst its scenes of toil and care 
There 's aye some joy the heart to cheer — 

There 's aye some spot that 's green and fair. 
To gain that spot the aim be ours, 

For nocht we '11 get unless we try ; 
And when misfortune round us lours, 

We'll jouk and let the jaw gae by. 

The wee bit floweret in the glen 

Maun bend beneath the surly blast ; 
The birdie seeks some leafy den. 

And shelters till the storm is past : 
The " owrie sheep," when winds tlaw snell, 

To some lown spot for refuge hie ; 
And sae, frae ills we canna quell, 

We '11 jouk and let the jaw gae by. 
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Yet there are ills we a' should brave-*- 

The ills that man on man would throw ; 
For oh ! he *s but a thowless slave, 

That patient bears Oppression's woe. 
But if 'tis but the taunts of pride, 

Of envy's tongue that would annoy, 
'Tis nobler far to turn aside. 

And jouk and let the jaw gae by. 

In wordly gear we may be bare, 

We may hae mony a dreary hour ; 
But never, never nurse despair. 

For ilka ane maun taste the sour : 
Even kings themsel's, wi* a' their power, 

Wi' a' their pomp and honours high, 
'Neath adverse blasts are forced to cower. 

And jouk to let the jaw gae by. 

But mark this truth — the ills that blight 

Are aft the fruits that folly brings ; 
Then shun the wrong, pursue the right — 

Frae this the truest pleasure springs ; 
And fret not though dark clouds should spread 

At times across life's troubled sky ; 
Sweet sunshine will the gloom succeed — 

Sae jouk and let the jaw gae by. 

Archibald Mackay, i8oi — 
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IMPROVEMENT OF TIME. 

He mourns the dead, who lives as they desire. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of Time, 
(Blest avarice !) which the thought of death inspires 1 
O time ! than gold more sacred ; more a load 
Than lead, to fools ; and fools reputed wise. 
What moment granted man without s^ccount 1 
What years are squandered, wisdom's debt unpaid 1 
Haste, haste, he lies in wait, he 's at the door, 
Insiduous Death ! should his strong hand arrest, 
No composition sets the prisoner free j 
Eternity's inexorable chain 
Fast binds ; and vengeance claims the full arrear. 

How late I shudder'd on the brink I how late 
Life caird for her last refuge in despair ! 
For what calls thy disease ? for moral aid. 
Thou think'st it folly to be wise too sooil 
Youth is not rich in time ; it may be poor : 
Part with it as with money, sparing ; pay 
No moment, but in purchase of its worth : 
And what its worth, ask death-beds ; they can telL 
Part with it as with life, reluctant ; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come. 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain 1 
And sport we, like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal suns inspire! Amusement reigns, 
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Man's great demand : to trifle is to live : 

And is it, then, a trifle, too, to die 1 — 

Who wants amusement in the flame of battle? 

Is it not treason to the soul immortal. 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 

Will toys amuse, when med'cines cannot cure 1 

When spirits ebb, when life's enchanting scenes 

Their lustre lose, and lessen in our sight ; 

(As lands, and cities with their glittering spires 

To the poor shattered bark, by sudden storm 

Thrown off to sea, and soon to perish there ;) 

Will toys amuse 1 — No : thrones will then be toys, 

And earth and skies seem dust upon the scale. 

Redeem we time 1 — ^its loss we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-prized sports ? 
He pleads time's numerous blanks ; he loudly pleads 
The straw-like trifles on life's common stream. 
From whom those blanks and trifles, but from thee ? 
No blank, no trifle, nature made or meant 
Virtue or purposed virtue, still be thine : 
This cancels thy complaint at once ; this leaves 
In act no trifle, and no blank in time. 
This greatens, fills, immortalises all ; 
This, the good heart's prerogative to raise 
A royal tribute, from the poorest hours. 
Immense revenue ! every moment pays. 
If nothing more than purpose in thy power, 
Thy purpose firm, is equal to the deed : 
Who does the best his circumstance allows, 
Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more. 
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Our outward act, indeed, admits restraint ; 
*Tis not in things o'er thought to domineer ; 
Guard well thy thoughts j our thoughts are heard in 
heaven. 

On all-important time, through every age, 

Though much, and warm, the wise have urged ; the man 

Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 

"I've lost a day" — the prince who nobly cried, 

Had been an emperor without his crown. 

He spoke, as if deputed by mankind. 

So should all speak : so reason speaks in all. 

From the soft whispers of that God in man. 

Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly. 

For rescue from the blessings we possess ? 

Time, the supreme! — Time is eternity; 

Pregnant with all eternity can give. 

Pregnant with all that makes archangels smile : 

Who murders time, he crushes in the birth 

A power ethereal, only not adored. 

Edward Young, i 681-17 65. 



THE GOOD OLD PLOUGH. 

Let them sing who may of the battle fray, 
And the deeds that have long since past ; 

Let them chant in praise of the tar whose days 
Are spent on the ocean vast 
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I would render to these all the worship you please, 

I would honour them even now; 
But I 'd give far more from my heart's full store, 

To the cause of the Good Old Plough. 

Let them laud the notes that in music float 

Through the bright and glittering halls : 
While the amorous twirl of the hair's bright curl 

Round the shoulder of beauty falls. 
But dearer to me is the song from the tree. 

And the rich and blossoming bough ; 
Oh, these are the sweets which the rustic greets, 

As he follows the Good Old Plough. 

Full many there be that daily we see. 

With a selfish and hollow pride. 
Who the ploughman's lot, in his humble cot. 

With a scornful look deride ; 
But I 'd rather take a hearty shake 

From his hand, than to wealth I'd bow; 
For the honest clasp of his hand's rough grasp 

Has stood by the Good Old Plough. 

All honour be, then, to these gray old men. 

When at last they are boVd with toil ; 
Their warfare then o'er, they battle no more, 

For they 've conquer'd the stubborn soil 
And the chaplet each wears, is his silver hairs; 

And ne'er shall the victor's brow. 
With a laurel crown, to the grave go down. 

Like the sons of the Good Old Plough. 
— American Newspaper. 
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DAILY BREAD. 

O King of earth and air and sea ! 
The hungry ravens cry to Thee ; 
To Thee the scaly tribes that sweep 
The bosom of the boundless deep ; 

To Thee the lions roaring call, 
The common Father, kind to all ! 
Then grant Thy servants, Lord 1 we pray, 
Our daily bread from day to day ! 

The fishes may for food complain ; 
The ravens spread their wings in vain ; 
The roaring lions lack and pine j* 
But, God I Thou carest still for Thine I 

Thy bounteous hand with food can bless 
The bleak and lonely wilderness ; 
And Thou hast taught us. Lord 1 to pray 
For daily bread from day to day I 

And oh, when through the wilds we roam 
That part us from our heavenly home ; 
When, lost in danger, want, and woe, 
Our faithless tears begin to flow ; 

L 
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Do Thou thy gracious comfort give, 
By which alone the soul may Kve : 
And grant Thy servants, Lord ! we pray. 
Our daily bread from day to day ! 

Bishop Heber, 1783-1826. 
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NEVER YIELD ! 

Forward press, though trials thicken. 

Never yield ! 
Forward ! to your duty quicken, 
Lag not like the terror-stricken, 

Never jdeld ! 
Quail not for opposing might ; 
What can honest men affright? 
Ye are struggling for the right I 

Never yield, never yield I 

Forward press, oh ! while you live. 

Never yield ! 
Soul, strength, and mind to duty give^ 
Something in your age achieve 1 

Never )deld I 
Pelted though you be with scorn, 
In toil's galling harness worn ! 
Not for ease were good men bom I 

Never yield, never yield ! 
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Forward with unflinching tread ! 

Never 3deld ! 
Let a noble life be led ! 
Hope among the waVring spread ! 

Never yield 1 
Let conviction forth from you 
Flash like lightning into view, 
Cleaving all obstructions through ! 

Never yield, never jrield ! 

Forward, forward ! act like men I 

Never peld ! 
Never be discouraged I when 
Driven back, return again I 

Never yield ! 
Firmly utter what you know. 
Truth can bear the hardest blowj 
Strokes but make the metal glow! 

Never yield, never yield 1 

Forward, forward ! to despair 

Never yield ! 
Truth and goodness, now so rare, 
Yet shall flourish ever)rwhere ! 

Never yield I 
Forward, then I the ages cry; 
Forward, martyred hosts reply; 
Forward, forward valiantly! 

Never yield, never yield ! 
Thomas Knox, i8i8— 
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ALL THINGS PREACH OF DEATH. 

All things around us preach of Death i yet Mirth 

Swells the vain heart, darts from the careless eye. 

As if we were created ne*er to die, 

And had our everlasting home on earth ! 

All things around us preach of Death : — the leaves 

Drop from the forests — perish the bright flowers — 

Shortens the day's shorn sunlight, hours on hours — 

And o'er bleak sterile fields the wild wind grieves. 

Yes ! all things preach of Death — ^we 're bom to die : 

We are but waves along Time's ocean driven : 

Life is to us a brief probation given, 

To fit us for a dread Eternity. 

Hear, ye that watch with Faith's unslumbering eye, — 

Earth is our pilgrimage, our home is Heaven I 

D. M. MoiR, 1798-1851. 
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THE TWILIGHT OF THE HEART. 

There is an evening twilight of the heart. 
When its wild passion-waves are lull'd to rest, 

And the eye sees life's fairy scenes depart, 
As fades the day-beam in the rosy west. 
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'Tis with a nameless feeling of regret, 

We gaze upon them as they melt away, 
And fondly would we bid them linger yet, 
But Hope is round us with her angel-lay, 
Hailing afar some happier moonlight hour; 
Dear are her whispers still, though lost their earthly 
power. 

In youth, the cheek was crimson'd with her glow; 

Her smile was loveliest then ; her matin-song 
Was heaven's own music, and the note of woe 

Was all unheard her sunny bowers among. 
Life's little world of bliss was newly bom j 

We knew not, cared not, it was bom to die. 
Rushed with the cool breeze and the dews of mora, 

With dancing heart we gazed on the pure sky, 
And mock'd the passing clouds that dimm'd its blue, 
Like our own sorrows then — as fleeting and as few. 

And manhood felt her sway too— on the eye 

Half realised, her earthly dreams most bright. 
Her promised bower of happiness seem'd nigh. 

Its days of joy, its vigils of delight; 
And though at times might lour the thunder-storm, 

And the red lightnings threaten, still the air 
Was balmy with her breath, and her loved form, 
The rainbow of the heart, was hovering there. 
'Tis in life's noontide she is nearest seen, 
Her wreath the summer-flower, her robe of summer 
green. 
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But though less dazzling in her twilight dress, 
There 's more of heaven's pure beam about her 
now; 
The angel-smile of tranquil loveliness, 

Which the heart worships glowing on her brow. 
The smile shall brighten the dim evening star, 

That points our destined tomb, nor e'er depart 
Till the faint light of life is fled afar. 

And hush'd the last deep beating of the heart : 
The meteor-bearer of our parting breath, 
A moonbeam in the midnight-cloud of death. 

FiTZGREENE HALLECK, 1 7 95 — 

— American. 



HUMAN LIFK 

The lark has sung his carol in the sky, 

The bees have humm'd their noontide lullaby; 

Still in the vale the village bells ring round, 

Still in Llewellyn-hall the jests resound. 

For now the caudle-cup is circling there, 

Now, glad at heart, the gossips breathe their prayer. 

And, crowding, stop the cradle to admire 

The babe, the sleeping image of his sire. 

A few short years — and then these sounds shall hail 
The day again, and gladness fill the vale ; 
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So soon the child a youth, the youth a man, 

Eager to run the race his fathers ran. 

Then the huge ox shall yield the broad sirloin ; 

The ale, now brewed, in floods of amber shine : 

And, basking in the chimney's ample blaze, 

Mid many a tale told of his boyish days. 

The nurse shall cry, of all her ills beguiled, 

" 'Twas on these knees he sat so oft and smiled." 

And soon again shall music swell the breeze ; 
Soon, issuing forth, shall glitter through the trees 
Vestures of nuptial white ; and hymns be sung, 
And violets scattered round ; and old and young. 
In every cottage-porch with garlands green, 
Stand still to gaze, and gazing, bless the scene ; 
While, her dark eyes declining, by his side. 
Moves in her virgin-veil the gentle bride. 

And once, alas ! nor in a distant hour. 
Another voice shall come from yonder tower ; 
When in dim chambers long black weeds are seen, 
^nd weeping's heard where only joy has been; 
When by his children borne, and from his door ; 
Slowly departing to return no more. 
He rests in holy earth with them that went before. 

And such is human Life ; so gliding on. 
It glimmers like a meteor and is gone ! 
Yet is the tale, brief though it be, as strange, 
As full methinks of wild and wondrous change. 
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As any that the wandering tribes require, 
Stretch'd in the desert round their evening fire ; 
As any sung of old in hall or bower 
To minstrel harps at midnight's witching hour. 

Samuel Rogers, 1762-1855. 



THINKER AND DOER. 

One sits at home, with pale impassive brow. 
Bent on the eloquence of lifeless letters j 

Noting man's thoughts fi*om mind's first dawn, till now, 
When Truth seems Heaven-inspired, to burst her 
fetters. 

Another plies the force of stalwart limbs. 
And keen wit sharpen'd by the whirl of action ; 

For midnight lore no studious lamp he trims, 
Curtain'd and muffled from the world's distraction. 

Two destinies — converging to one end, 
The glorious issue of all human labour ; 

Where in harmonious imion softly blend 
The praise of God, the profit of our neighbour. 

Each has his gift — the stamp affix'd at birth, 
That marks him for the servant of a Master; 

The chosen steward of His realm of Earth j 
The shepherd watching for a higher Pastor. 
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Each has his crown — of earthly laurels here, 
Gathered and woven by the hand of mortals ; 

And when the spirit-city's towers appear, 
Dropp'd on his brow by angels at its portals. 

Judge not which serves his mighty Master best, 
Haply thou mightst be true worth's detractor ; 

For each obeys his nature's high behest, — 
The close-pent thinker, and the busy actor. 

Anonymous. 



THE WORLD'S UNCERTAINTY. 

The day was dark and stormy ; but the night 

Dawns into brightness, and the silvery moon 
Pours over sea and land her urn of light. 

Making of midnight a most pleasant noon. 
The autumn blasts were withering, and their blight 

Brought desolation : but a richer boon 
The balmy showers and breathing zephyrs bring ; 
And the cold earth, fann'd by the breath of spring, 

Again shall start into luxuriant lif)^ 
Deformity and beauty — ^storm and calm — 
The day-dawn and the darkness— quiet and qualm — 

Throughout all nature mix and mingle, rife : 
Then, why should man expect a fixed state. 
Where all is change — or shrink beneath his fate 1 

Alexander Bethune, 1804-1843. 
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LIFE'S SUNSET. 

Storm had been on the hills. The day had worn 

As if a sleep upon the hours had crept ; 
And the^dark clouds that gathered at the mom 

In dull, impenetrable masses slept ; 
And the wet leaves hung droopingly, and all 
Was like the mournful aspect of a palL 

Suddenly, on the horizon's edge, a blue 
And delicate line, as of a pencil, lay, 

And as it wider and intenser grew, 
The darkness melted silently away. 

And with the splendour of a god, broke through 
The perfect glory of departing day : 

So when this stormy pilgrimage is o'er. 

Will light upon the dying Christian pour. 

N. P. Willis, 1807— 
— American, 



TO-MORROW I 

To-MORROW ! Mortal, boast not thou 
Of time and tide that are not now ! 
But think, in one revolving day 
How earthly things may pass away ! 
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To-day — ^while hearts with rapture spring, 
The youth to beauty^s lip may cling : 
To-morrow — and that lip of bliss 
May sleep unconscious of his kiss. 

To-day — ^the blooming spouse may press 
Her husband in a fond caress : 
To-morrow — and the hands that press'd 
May wildly strike her widow'd breast. 

To-day — ^the clasping babe may drain 
The milk-stream from its mother's vein; 
To-morrow — like a frozen rill 
That bosom current may be still. 

To-day — the merry heart may feast 
On herb and fruit, and bird and beast : 
To-morrow — spite of all thy glee, 
The hungry worms may feed on thee. 

To-morrow ! Mortal, boast not thou 
Of time and tide that are not now ! 
But think, in one revolving day 
That e'en thyself may pass away. 

William Kjnox, 1789-1825. 
-ffaf^ ofZion. 
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THE BRIDGR 

I STOOD on the bridge at midnight, 
As the clocks were striking the hour, 

And the moon rose o'er the city, 
Behind the old church tower. 

I saw her bright reflection 

In the waters under me, 
Like a golden goblet falling 

And sinking into the sea. 

And far in the hazy distance 

Of that lovely night in June, 
The blaze of the flaming furnace 

Gleam'd redder than the moon. 

Among the long, black rafters 

The wavering shadows lay. 
And the current that came from the ocean 

Seem*d to lift and bear them away ; 

As sweeping and eddying through them 

Rose the belated tide. 
And streaming into the moonlight 

The seaweed floated wide. 
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And like those waters rushing 

Among the wooden piers, 
A flood of thought came o'er me 

That fill'd my eyes with tears. 

How often, oh, how often, 

In the days that had gone by, 
I had stoo4 on that bridge at midnight 

And gazed on that wave and sky 1 . 

How often, oh, how often, 
I had wished that the ebbing tide 

Would bear me away on its bosom 
O'er the ocean wild and wide I 



For my heart was hot and restless, 
And my life was fiill of care. 

And the burden laid upon me 
Seem'd greater than I could bear. 

But now it has fallen from me, 

It is buried in the sea, 
And only the sorrow of others 

Throws its shadow over me. 

Yet whenever I cross the river 
On its bridge with wooden piers, 

Like the odour of brine from the ocean, 
Comes the thought of other years. 
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And I think how many thousands 

Of care-encumber'd men, 
Each bearing his burden of sorrow, 

Have cross'd the bridge since then. 

I see the long procession 

Still passing to and fro ; 
The young heart, hot and restless, 

And the old, subdued and slow. 

And for ever, and for ever, 

As long as the river flows, 
As long as the heart has passions. 

As long as life has woes ; 

The moon, and its broken reflection. 

And its shadows, shall appear 
As the s)rmbol of love in heaven, 
And its wavering image here. 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807- 
— American. 



WHEEL SONG. 

Just as we spin, of old 'tis said 
Queen Bertha used to twine the thread...! spin. 
And with our wheels and merry song 
Winter's dark hours flow blithely on. 
We spin, my gkl and L 
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When my neighbour comes at night 
With her niece — around the light,.. I spin. 
Round the blazing fire we gather, 
And we sing and spin together. 
We spin, my girl and I. 

While I twist the whistling thread 
The daily task is quickly said... I spin. 
And then my little happy boy 
Frisks round my wheel in careless joy. 
We spin, my girl and I. 

We may gossip as we spin. 
But to backbite is a sin... I spin. 
They who slander soon shall find 
Coarse and rough the thread they wind 
We spin, my girl and I. 

Twist it neither slack nor tight. 
Keep between and 'twill be right... I spin. 
Girls who think of lovers, go 
Always over fast or slow. 
We spin, my girl and I. 

Oil your wheel, that turning round 
It may make no creaking sound... I spin. 
Oil of patience is the oil ! 
Sweetener that of every toil I 
We spin, my girl and I. 

Maid whose wheel turns gratingly 
Day and night shall lonely be... I spin. 
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Of her temper 'tis a proof 
Frighten'd love will keep aloof. 
We spin, my girl and L 

Spin, spin from mom till night ; 
Maidens, do your task aright...! spin. 
And in time some lover true 
Shall twine a thread of love for you. 
We spin, my girl and I. 

Spin, girls, then spin ever. 
Spin along — spin well together...! spin. 
Gently go, and steadily too, 
You for us and we for you. 
We spin, my girl and L 

— Swiss Natiofial Melody, 
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CLEAR THE WAY. 

Men of thought 1 be up, and stirring 

Night and day : 
Sow the seed — ^withdraw the curtain^ 

Clear the way I 
"Men of action, aid and cheer them, 

As ye may ! 
There 's a fount about to stream, 
There 's a light about to beam. 
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There 's a warmth about to glow, 
There 's a flower about to blow, 
There 's a midnight blackness changing 

Into gray \ 
Men of thought and men of action. 

Clear the way ! 

Once the welcome light has broken, 

Who shall say 
What the unimagined glories 

Of the day? 
What the evil that shall perish 

In its ray % 
Aid the dawning, tongue and pen ; 
Aid it, hopes of honest men ; 
Aid it, paper — aid it, type — 
Aid it, for the hour is ripe. 
And our earnest must not slacken 

Into play. 
Men of thought and men of action, 

Clear the way I 

Lo ! a cloud 's about to vanish 

From the day ; 
And a brazen wrong to crumble 

Into clay. 
Lo ! the right's about to conquer. 

Clear the way ! 
With the Right shall many more 
Enter smiling at the door ; 

M 
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With the giant Wrong shall fall 
Many others, great and small, 
That for ages long have held us 

For their prey. 
Men of thought and men of action, 

Clear the way ! 

Charles Mackay, 1814- 



AND WHAT'S A LIFE? 

And what 's a life 1 — a weary pilgrimage, 
Whose glory in one day doth fill the stage 
With childhood, manhood, and decrepit age. 

And what 's a life ? — the flourishing array 
Of the proud summer meadow, which to-day 
Wears her green plush, and is to-morrow hay. 

Read on this dial, how the shades devour 

My short-lived winter's day ! hour eats up hour j 

Alas ! the total 's but from eight to four. » 

Behold these lilies, which Thy hands have made. 

Fair copies of my life, and open laid 

To view, how soon they droop, how soon they fade 1 
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Shade not that dial, night will blind too soon ; 
My non-aged day already points to noon ; 
How simple is my suit ! — how small my boon 1 

Nor do I beg this slender inch to wile 
The time away, or falsely to beguile 
My thoughts with joy : here 's nothing worth a smile. 

Francis Quarles, 1592-1644. 



"WHY STAND YE HERE ALL THE 

DAY IDLE?" 

Matt. xx. 6. 

The God of Glory walks His round, 
From day to day, from year to year, 

And warns us each with awful sound, 
" No longer stand ye idle here ! 

" Ye whose young cheeks are rosy bright. 
Whose hands are strong, whose hearts are clear. 

Waste not of hope the morning light ! 
Ah fools ! why stand ye idle here ] 

" Oh, as the griefs ye would assuage 

That wait on life's declining year. 
Secure a blessing for your age. 

And work your Maker's business here ! 
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"And ye whose locks of scanty gray 
Foretell your latest travail near, 

How swiftly fades your worthless day ! 
And stand ye yet so idle here ? 

" One hour remains, there is but one ! 

But many a shriek and many a tear 
Through endless years the guilt must moan 

Of moments lost and wasted here ! " 

O Thou, by all Thy works adored, 
To whom the sinner's soul is dear, 

Recall us to Thy vineyard, Lord ! 
And grant us grace to please Thee here I 

Bishop Heber, 1783-1826. 



HOPE AND TRUST. 

Oh ! sigh not — weep not, if some day 
Fling shard or shadow on thy way ; 
Remember, thou hast but thy share 
Of the great sum of human care ; 
Think of the things beyond thy sphere 
Thou canst not see, thou canst not hear,- 
Of labour's trammels lightly worn, 
Of mighty sorrows bravely borne ; 
And then, subdue thy lesser pain — 
The clouded sun will shine again. 



i 
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The earth, beneath the sombre night, 
Awaits the dawning of new light 
To sweep the darkness from the hills. 
To kindle up the streams and rills ; 
And come it will, whatever the clime, 
Whate'er the season or the time : 
So will a cheerful light return 
Unto the humblest minds that mourn, 
If they believe this truthful strain — 
The clouded sun will shine again. 

Frail flowers that droop beneath the blast, 
Smile with new beauty when 'tis pass'd ; 
And looking from the fields below. 
Behold the many-coloufd bow^— 
The Arch of Hope, whose glorious form 
Gleams through the shadows of the storm. 
Uplift thy face, and see the sign. 
Reflecting love and peace divine ; 
And then, thy selfish grief restrain — 
The clouded sun will shine again. 

" Hope on and trust," in sorrow^s hour. 
Are words of music and of power ; 
" Hope and endeavour," better still. 
Lighten the load of human ill r 
They gild the passing clouds of care. 
Dispel the darkness of despair. 
Strengthen the heart 'gainst evil things. 
And lend the soul aspiring wings : 
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Be this the burden of our strain — 
The clouded sun will shine again. 

J. C. Prince, 1808 — 



THE PLOUGHMAN. 

(written for the anniversary of an 
agricultural society.) 

Clear the brown path to meet his coulter's gleam ! 
Lo ! on he comes, behind his smoking team, 
With toil's bright dew-drops on his sun-burnt brow, 
The lord of earth, the hero of the plough ! 
First in the field before the reddening sun, 
Last in the shadows when the day is done, 
Line after line, along the bursting sod, 
Marks the broad acres where his feet have trod ; 
Still where he treads the stubborn clods divide, 
The smooth fresh furrow opens deep and wide ; 
Matted and dense the tangled turf upheaves, 
Mellow and dark the ridgy cornfield cleaves ; 
Up the steep hill-side, where the labouring train 
Slants the long track that scores the level plain ; 
Through the moist valley clogg'd with oozing clay, 
The patient convoy breaks its destined way; 
At every turn the loosening chains resound, 
The swinging ploughshare circles glistening round, 
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Till the wide field one billowy waste appears, 
And wearied hands unbind the panting steers. 

These are the hands whose sturdy labour brings 
The peasant's food, the golden pomp of kings ; 
This is the page whose letters shall be seen 
Changed by the sun to words of living green ; 
This is the scholar whose immortal pen 
Spells the first lesson hunger taught to men ; 
These are the lines, O heaven-commanded toil, 
That fill thy deed, — ^the charter of the soil ! 

O gracious Mother, whose benignant breast 
Wakes us to life, and lulls us all to rest. 
How thy sweet features, kind to every clime, 
Mock with their smile the wrinkled front of time ! 
We stain thy flowers, — they blossom o'er the dead ; 
We rend thy bosom, and it gives us bread ; 
O'er the red field that trampHng strife has torn. 
Waves the green plumage of thy tassell'd com ; 
Our maddening conflicts scar thy fairest plain. 
Still thy soft answer is the growing grain. 
Yet, O our Mother, while uncounted charms 
Round the fresh clasp of thine embracing arms. 
Let not our virtues in thy love decay. 
And thy fond weakness waste our strength away. 
No ! by these hills, whose banners now displayed ; 
In blazing cohorts Autumn has arra/d ; 
By yon twin crest, amid the sinking sphere 
Last to dissolve, and first to re-appear ; 
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By these fair plains the mountain circle screens. 
And feeds in silence from its dark ravines ; 
True to their home, these faithful arms sh^B toil 
To crown with peace their own untainted soil j * 
And, true to God, to freedom, to mankind, 
If her chained bandogs Faction shall unbind. 
These stately forms, that bending even now 
BoVd their strong manhood to the humble plough, 
Shall rise erect, the guardians of the land — 
The same stem iron in the same right hand — 
Till Graylock thunders to the parting sun. 
The sword has rescued what the ploughshare won ! 

Oliver Wendell Holmes, 1809 — 
— American, 
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«THEY DIED." 

Ps. Ixxxix. 48. 

Go read of all that yet have trod 

The paths that mortal creatures roam — 
The monarch from his high abode, 

The herdsman from his tented home ; 
The seer that future times could hail, 

The bard that o'er the harp-strings sigh*d- 
Go read thou of their closing tale, 

And it shall be — they died. 



X 
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Go look on all that now exist 

In manhood's prime, in beauty's bloom, 
The aigumful heart, the bosom blest — 

They all are destined to the tomb : 
Go think on all that yet shall sail 

The wave of Time's tumultuous tide — 
Their hearts and flesh shall faint and fail, 

And tongues shall say — " they died." 

William EInox, 1789-1825. 
'Ifarp ofZioiu 



THE SEVEN AGES OF MAN. 

All the world 's a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players j 
They have their exits and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts. 
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms ; 
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel. 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school j and then the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress' eyebrow ; then a soldier. 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth \ and then the justice. 
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In fair round belly, with good capon lined, 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws, and modem instances, 
And so he plays his part ; the sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slippered pantaloon. 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side, 
His youthful hose, well-saved, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice. 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound ; last scene of all 
That ends this strange eventful history. 
Is second childishness, and mere obHvion — 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 

W. Shakespeare, 1564-1616. 
— As You Like It 



NEVER RAIL AT THE WORLD. 

Never rail at the world — it is just as we make it, — 

We see not the flower if we sow not the seed ; 
And as for ill luck, why it 's just as we take it, — 

The heart that 's in earnest no bars can impede. 
You question the justice which governs man's breast. 

And say that the search for true friendship is vain ; 
But remember, this world, though it be not the best. 

Is the next to the best we shall ever attain. 



SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR 1 87 

Never rail at the world, nor attempt to exalt 

That feeling which questions society's claim ; 
For often poor Friendship is less in the fault, 

Less changeable oft, than the selfish who blame. 
Then ne'er by the changes of Fate be depressed, 

Nor wear, like a fetter, Time's sorrowful chain ; 
But believe that this world, though it be not the best, 

Is the next to the best we shall ever attain. 

Charles Swain, 1803 — 
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HARVEST-HOME. 

Men of sinew ! hale and hearty. 
Brave at scythe and sickle, come ; 

Come and swell our gleesome party, 
Reapers, sturdy reapers, come ! 

Time for all things, this for leisure, 

Time for all things, this for pleasure. 
Sing our merry Harvest-home. 

Mothers meek ! home-troubles leaving. 
Join your husbands' joy, and come. 

Honour, love, respect receiving 
From the honest-hearted, come ! 

Naught unmeet for woman's bearing, 

Naught unmeet for woman's hearing. 
Blots our merry Harvest-home. 
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Maidens modest ! fear no roughness — 

Fathers, brothers are we ; come ! 
Kind and true, despite our bluffness ; 

Maidens modest ! come then, come I 
Far away be thoughts of lightness, 
With your own unsullied brightness. 
Maidens ! bless our Harvest-home. 

Aged folks ! our hamlet's glory. 

Dames and grandsires, all must come ! 

Come and tell again the story 
Of the days long bygone ; come I 

Ye who with life's ills have striven, 

And to whom now rest is given. 
Welcome to our Harvest-home. 

Laughing chDdren ! lend your rattle 

To our merry-making ; come ! 
Good to hear is childhood's prattle^ 

Children, merry children, come I . 
Ye have work'd as hard as others, 
Gleaning proud beside your mothers, 

Ye must share our Harvest-home. 

High and low ! with one another, 
Young and old ! come, join us, come I 

Each to each, in God, a brother ; 
To our village High-Day come I 

Well it is that harvest labours, , 

Richly crown'd, should bind all neighbours 

In a thankful Harvest-home. 

Anonymous. 
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LIFE AND DEATH, 

"What is Life, Father r 

" A Battle, my child. 

Where the strongest lance may fail. 
Where the weariest eyes may be beguiled, 

And the stoutest heart may quail j 
Where the foes are gather'd on every hand. 

And rest not day nor night, 
And the feeble little ones must stand 
. In the thickest of the fight" 

« What is Death, Father?" 

" The rest, my child. 

When the strife and the toil are o'er. 
And the angel of God, who, calm and mild. 

Says we need fight no more ; 
Who driveth away the demon band. 

Bids the din of the battle cease, 
Takes the banner and spear from our failing hand. 

And proclaims an eternal Peace." 

"Let me die. Father I I tremble. I fear 

To yield in that terrible^ strife !" 
"The crown must be won for Heaven, dear. 

In the battle-field of life ; , 
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My child, though thy foes are strong and tried, 

He loveth the weak and small ; 
The Angels of Heaven are on thy side, 

And God is over all 1" 

Adelaide Anne Procter, 1826-1864. 



SHUN DELAYS 1 

Shun delays, they breed remorse, 
Take thy time, while time is lent thee ; 

Creeping snails have weakest force, 
Fly their fault lest thou repent thee : 

Good is best when soonest wrought, 

Lingering labour comes to naught. 

Hoist up sail, while gale doth last. 
Tide and wind stay no man's pleasure ; 

Seek not time when time is past. 
Sober speed is wisdom's leisure : 

After-wits are dearly bought. 

Let thy fore-wit guide thy thought 

Time wears all his locks before. 
Take thou hold upon his forehead ; 

When he flies he turns no more. 
And behind, his scalp is naked : 

Works adjoum'd have many stays. 

Long demurs breed new delays. 
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Seek thy salve while sore is green, 
Fester'd wounds ask deeper lancing ; 

After-cures are seldom seen, 

Often sought, scarce ever chancing : 

Time and place give best advice, 

Out of season, out of price. 

Robert Southwell, 1560-1595. 



NEVER DESPAIR 

Never despair ! when the dark cloud is lowering, 

The sun, though obscured, never ceases to shine j 
Above the black tempest his radiance is pouring, 

While faithless and faint-hearted mortals repine. 
The journey of life has its lights and its shadows. 

And Heaven in its wisdom to teach sends a share ; 
Though rough be the road, yet with reason to guide us. 

And courage to conquer, we 'U never despair ! 

Never despair ! when with troubles contending, 

Make labour and patience a sword and a shield, 
And win brighter laurels, with courage unbending. 

Than ever were gained on the blood-tainted field. 
As gay as the lark in the beam of the morning. 

When young hearts spring forward to do and to dare, 
The bright star of promise their future adorning. 

Will light them along, and they'll never despair ! 
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The oak in the tempest grows strong by resistance, 

The arm at the anvil gains muscular power, 
And firm self-reliance, that seeks no assistance. 

Goes onward, rejoicing, through sunshine and shower ; 
For life is a struggle, to try and to prove us. 

And true hearts grow stronger by labour and care. 
While Hope^ like a seraph, still whispers above us, — 

Look upward and onward, and never despair ! 

Alexander Smart, 1798 — 



HOPE. 

At summer eve, when Heaven's ethereal bow 
Spans with bright arch the glittering hills below. 
Why to yon mountain turns the musing eye. 
Whose sunbright summit mingles with the sky? 
Why do those cliffs of shadowy tint appear 
More sweet than all the landscape smiling near? 
'Tis distance lends enchantment to the view, 
And robes the mountain in its azure hue. 
Thus, with delight, we linger to survey 
The promised joys of life's unmeasured way ; 
Thus, from afar, each din-discover'd scene 
More pleasing seems than all the past hath been, 
And every form that fancy can repair 
From dark oblivion, glows divinely there. 

What potent spirit guides the raptured eye 
To pierce the shades of dim futurity? 
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Can wisdom lend, with all her heavenly power, 
The pledge of jo/s anticipated hour? 
Ah, no ! she darkly sees the fate of man — 
Her dim horizon pointed to a span ; 
Or, if she hold an image to the view, 
'Tis nature pictured too severely true. 
With thee, sweet Hope, resides the heavenly light 
That pours remotest rapture on the sight : 
Thine is the charm of life's bewildered way, 
That calls each slumbering passion into play. 
Waked by thy touch, I see the sister band, 
On tiptoe watching, start at thy command, 
And fly where'er thy mandate bids them steer, 
To pleasure's path or glory's bright career. 

Thomas Campbell, 177 7-1844. 
'Pleasures of Hope, 



CONTENTMENT. 

In vain do men 
The heaven of their fortune's fault accuse ; 
Sith they know best what is the best for them : 
For they to each such fortune do diffuse 
As they do know each can most aptly use. 
For not that which men covet most is best ; 
Nor that thing worst which men do most refuse ; 

N 
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But fittest is, that all contented rest 
With that they hold ; each hath his fortune in his breast. 

It is the mind that maketh good or ill, 
That maketh wretch or happy, rich or poor ; 
For some, that hath abundance at his will, 
Hath not enough, but wants in greatest store 
And other, that hath little, asks no more, 
But in that little is both rich and wise ; 
For wisdom is most riches : fools therefore 
They are, which fortunes do by vows devise ; 
Sith each unto himself his life may fortunise. 

Edward Spenser, 1553-1599. 
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THE OLD MAN'S FUNERAL. 

I SAW an aged man upon his bier ; 

His hair was thin and whitd, and on his brow 
A record of the cares of many a year — 

Cares that were ended and forgotten now. 
And there was sadness round, and faces bow'd, 
And women's tears fell fast, and children wail'd aloud. 

Then rose another hoary man, and said, 

In faltering accents, to that weeping train : — 

Why mourn ye that our aged friend is dead % 
Ye are not sad to see the gathered grain, 
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Nor when their mellow fruit the orchards cast, 
Nor when the yellow woods shake down the ripen'd 
mast 

Ye sigh not when the sun, his course fulfilled — 
His glorious course, rejoicing earth and sky — 

In the soft evening, when the winds are stiird, 
Sinks where his islands of refreshment lie, 

And leaves the smile of his departure spread 

O'er the warm-coloufd heaven and ruddy mountain- 
head. 

Why weep ye then for him, who, having won 
The bound of man's appointed years, at last, 

Life's blessings all enjo/d, life's labours done, 
Serenely to his final rest has pass'd ; 

While the soft memory of his virtues yet 

Linger, like twilight hues when the bright sun is set 1 

His youth was innocence ; his riper age 

Mark'd with some act of goodness every day ; 

And watch'd by eyes that loved him, calm and sage, 
Faded his late declining years away. 

Cheerful he gave his being up, and went 

To share the holy rest that waits a life well spent. 

That life was happy : every day he gave 
Thanks for the fair existence that was his ; 

For a sick fancy made him not her slave. 
To mock him with her phantom miseries. 



196 SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 

No chronic tortures rack'd his ag^d limb, 

For luxury and sloth had nourished none for him. 

And I am glad that he has lived thus long, 
And glad that he has gone to his reward ; 

Nor deem that kindly Nature did him wrong. 
Softly to disengage the vital cord. 

When his weak hand grew palsied, and his eye 

Dark with the mists of age, it was his time to die. 

W. C. Bryant, 1798 — 



HABICH AND HATTICH; 

OR, A BIRD IN THE HAND IS WORTH TWO IN 

THE BUSH. 

There are two little songsters, well known in the land, 
Their names are I-Have and 0-Had-I ; 

I-Have will come tamely and perch on your hand. 
But O-Had-I will mock you most sadly. 

I-Have, at first sight, is less fair to the eye, 
But his worth is by far more enduring 

Than a thousand O-Had-I's, that sit far and high, 
On roofs and on trees so alluring. 
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Full many a golden tgg this bird will lay, 
And sing you " Be cheery ! be cheery ! " 

Oh, merrily then will the day glide away, 
And sweet shall your sleep be when weary. 

But let an 0-Had-I just once take your eye. 
And a longing to catch him once seize you, 

He '11 give you no comfort nor rest till you die — 
Life-long he '11 torment you and tease you. . 

He '11 keep you all day running up and down hill, 
Now racing, now panting and creeping, 

While far overland, this sweet bird at his will. 
With his golden plumage is sweeping. 

Then every wise man who attends to my song 
Will count his I-Have a choice treasure ; 

And where'er an 0-Had-I comes flying along, 
Will just let him fly at his pleasure. 

—From the GermatL 



TO COME. 

What is to come when we have lived to-morrow? 

What fortunes crowd within the coming day % 
Shall griefs sharp fingers score another furrow ] 

Or triumph bathe us in its glorious ray? 
'What is to come ? 
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Fond dreams untold, and sweeter joys untasted ! 

Are ye to welcome in the unborn time % 
Or failure prove the fruit of long hours wasted. 

And lead to age the too beHeving time % 
What is to comel 

Not all the memories the past can hallow, 
Not all the restless present may despise — 

The present hour may go, the past lie fallow — 
Can match the future, dazzling to our eyes. 
What is to come % 

Is it to come, that slavish fetters broken, 
Shall strew the land which vaunts of hberty? 

Shall freedom's falchion be rebellion's token, 
Or bondage tremble on the palsied knee? 
What is to come 9 

Shall war o'er all the earth e'er bathe his fingers 
In sorrow's tears, and kiss the cheek of peace, 

As was foretold of old by sacred singers. 
And earth o'erflush with bountiful increase? 
Is this to come 1 

The vainly proud, the selfishly ambitious, 
Shall they o'erride the fortunes of mankind? 

Or shall their teachings false, and schemes pernicious, 
By honest wrath be scatter'd to the wind % 
Is this to come % 

Thou patient, honest toil, take this assurance — 
Although of thy bright visions some will fade, 
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One end alone has faithful stern endurance, 
That ever God and grateful nature made. 
This is to come ! 

Reward and true Endeavour are near neighbours, 
Whom pits and rugged obstacles divide ; 

And pleasant fanc)r's glow will cheer the labours 
Which leads Endeavour to her guerdon's side. 
In time to come f 

-All the Year Rounds ^^SP* 



THE WEAVER'S SONG. 

Weave, brothers, weave ! — Swiftly throw 

The shuttle athwart the loom ; 
And shew us how brightly your flowers grow 

That have beauty but not perfume : 
Come, shew us the rose with a hundred dyes, 

The lily that hath no spot. 
The violet deep as your true love's eyes. 
And the little forget-me-not. 

Sing, sing, brothers ! weave and sing, 
'Tis good both to sing and weave ; 
'Tis better to work than live idle, 
Tis better to sing than grieve. 
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Weave, brothers, weave ! — ^Weave, and bid 

The colours of sunset glow ! 
Let grace in each gliding thread be hid, 

Let beauty about ye blow : 
Let your skein be long, and your silk be fine. 

And your hands both firm and sure ; 
And time nor chance shall your work untwine, 

But all — like a truth — endure ! 
So sing' brothers, &c. 

Weave, brothers, weave ! — Toil is ours ; 

But toil is the lot of man ; 
One gathers the fruit, one gathers the flowers, 

One soweth the seed again ! 
There is not a creature, from England's king 

To the peasant that delves the soil. 
That knows half the pleasure the seasons bring, 

If he have not his share of toil 
So sing, brothers, &c. 

B. W. Procter, 1790 — 



HAPPY LOW-LIE-DOWN. 

How many of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hour asleep ! — Sleep, gentle sleep. 
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, 
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And steep my senses in forgetfulness % 

Why, rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs, 

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee. 

And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber ; 

Than in the perfumed chambers of the great. 

Under the canopies of costly state, 

And lull'd with sounds of sweetest melodyl 

O thou dull god ! why liest thou with the vile, 

In loathsome beds ; and leaVst the kingly couch, 

A watch-case,»or a common 'larum bell % 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 

Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 

In cradle of the rude imperious surge ; 

And in the visitation of the winds, 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 

With deafening clamours in the slippery clouds. 

That, with the hurly, death itself awakes? 

Canst thou, O partial sleep ! give thy repose 

To the wet sea-boy, in an hour so rude ; 

And, in the calmest and most stillest night. 

With all Appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king? Then, happy low-lie-down ! 

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

W. Shakspeare, 1564-1616. 
-Henry the Fourth, 
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TALK WITH TIME AT THE CLOSE OF 

THE YEAR. 

Time, old Time, with the forelock gray, 
While the year in its dotage doth pass away, 
Come, sit by my hearth ere the embers fail. 
And hang the sc3rthe on yon empty imil. 
And tell me a tale 'neath this wintry sky 
Of the deeds thou hast done as its months swept by. 

" I have cradled the babe in the churchyard wide; 
From the husband's arms I have taken the bride; 
I have cloven a path through the Ocean's floor, 
Where many have sunk to return no more ; 
I have humbled the strong with their dauntless breast, 
And laid the old with his staff to rest. 

" I have loosen'd the stone on the ruin's height. 
Where the curtaining ivy grew rank and bright ; 
I have startled the maid in her couch of down. 
With a sprinkle of white 'mid her tresses brown ; 
I have rent from his idols the proud man's hold, 
And scattefd the hoard of the miser's gold." 

" Is this all? Are thy chronicles traced alone 
On the riven heart and the burial-stone 1" 
" No; Love's young chain I have twined with flowers; 
Have awaken'd a song in the rose-crown'd bowers ; 
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Proud trophies have rear'd to the sons of fame, 
And paved the road for the cars of flame. 

" Look to yon child, it hath leam'd of me 
The word that it lisps at the mother's knee ; 
Look to the sage, who from me hath caught 
Intenser fire for his heaven-ward thought ; 
Look to the saint, who hath nearer trod 
Toward the angel hosts near the Throne of God. 

" I have planted seeds in the soul, that bear 
The fruits of heaven in a world of care ; 
I have breathed on the tear till its orb grew bright 
As the diamond drop in the realms of light : 
Question thy heart, hath it e'er confessed 
A germ so pure, or a tear so blest 1" 

But the clock struck twelve from the steeple gray, 
And he seized his hour-glass, and strode away ; 
Yet his hand at parting I fear'd to clasp. 
For I saw the scythe in its earnest grasp. 
And read in the glance of his upward eye 
His secret league with Eternity. 

Mjrs L. H. Sigourney, 1791 — 
— AniericafL 




204 SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 



NEVER DESPAIR. 

The wisest of us all, when woe 
Darkens our narrow path below, 
Are childish to the last degree. 
And think what is must always be. 
It rains, and there is gloom around, 
Slippery and sullen is the ground. 
And slow the step ; within our sight 
Nothing is cheerful, nothing bright. 
Meanwhile the sun on high, although 
We will not think it can be so. 
Is shining at this very hour 
In all his glory, all his power; 
And when the cloud is past, again * 
Will dry up every drop of rain. 

Walter Savage Landor, 1775- 



• 



CpMMON TO ALL. 

The sunshine is a glorious thing, 
That comes alike to all. 

Lighting the peasant's lowly cot, 
The noble's painted halL 



;N 
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— jj«s, 



The moonlight is a gentle thing, 
It through the window gleams 

Upon the snowy pillow where 
The happy infant dreams ; 

It shines upon the fisher's boat, 

Out on the lonely sea ; 
Or where the little lambkins lie. 

Beneath the old oak tree. 

The dew-drops on the summer mom 

Sparkle upon the grass ; 
The village children brush them off, 

That through the meadows pass. 

There are no gems in monarchs' crowns 

More beautifiil than they; 
And yet we scarcely notice them. 

But tread them off in play. 

Poor Robin on the pear-tree sings, 

Beside the cottage door ; 
The heath-flower fills the air with sweets, 

Upon the pathless moor. 

There are as many lovely things. 

As many pleasant tones, 
For those who sit by cottage-hearths 

As those who sit on thrones. 

Mrs Hawkshawe. 



/ 



/ 



/ 

/ 
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THE SHEPHERD^S LIFE. 

Thrice, oh, thrice happy shepherd's life and state, 

When courts are happiness, unhappy pawns 1 
His cottage low, and safely humble gate, 
Shuts out proud fortune, with her scorns and fawns; 
No fearbd treason breaks his quiet sleep ; 
Singing all day, his flocks he learns to keep ; 
Himself as innocent as are his simple sheep. 

No Syrian worms he knows, that with their thread 

Draw out their silken lives : — ^nor silken pride : 
His lambs' warm fleece well fits his little need, 
Not in that proud Sidonian tincture dyed : 
No empty hopes, no courtly fears him fright ] 
No begging wants his middle fortune bite : 
But sweet content exiles both misery and spite. 

Instead of music and base flattering tongues, 
Which wait to first-salute my lord's uprise. 
The cheerful lark wakes him with early songs. 
And birds' sweet whistling notes unlock his eyes. 
In country plays is all the strife he uses ; 
Or sing, or dance unto the rural Muses ; 
And but in music's sports all difference refuses. 

His certain life, that never can deceive him, 
Is fiiU of thousand sweets and rich content : 

The smooth-leaved beeches in the field receive him 
With coolest shades, till noontide's rage is spent; 
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His life is neither toss'd in boisterous seas 
Of troublous world, nor lost in slothful ease : 
Pleased and full blessed he lives, when he his God can 
please. 

His bed of wool jdelds safe and quiet sleeps, 

While by his side his faithful spouse hath place : 
His little son into his bosom creeps, 
The lively picture of his father's face. 

Never his humble house or state torment him ; 
Less he could like, if less his God had sent him ; 
And when he dies, gteen turfs, with grassy tomb, con- 
tent him. 

Phineas Fletcher, 1584-1650. 



HUMAN FRAILTY. 

Can he be fair, that withers at a blast ? 

Or he be strong, that airy breath can cast? 

Can he be wise, that knows how to live] 

Or he be rich, that nothing hath to give ? 

Can he be young, that 's feeble, weak, and wan 1 

So fair, strong, wise, so rich, so young is man. 

So fair is man, that death (a parting blast) 

Blasts his fair flower, and makes him earth at last ; 

So strong is man, that with a gasping breath 

He totters, and bequeaths his strength to death ; 
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So wise is man, that if with death he strive, 
His wisdom cannot teach him how to live j 
So rich is man, that (all his debts being paid) 
His wealth *s the winding-sheet wherein he 's laid ; 
So young is man, that, broke with care and sorrow, 
He 's old enough to-day, to die to-morrow : 
Why bragg'st thou, then, thou worm of fivt feet long % 
Thou 'rt neither fair, nor strong, nor wise, nor rich, nor 
young. 

Francis Quarles, 1592-1644. 



UP WITH THE DAWN. 

Up with the dawn, ye sons of toil I 

And bare the brawny arm, 
To drive the harnessed team afield, 

And till the fruitful farm ; 
To dig the mine for hidden wealth, 

Or make the woods to ring 
With swinging axe, and steady stroke, 

To fell the forest king. 

With ocean car and iron steed 

Traverse the land and sea, 
And spread our commerce round the globe. 

As winds that wander free. 
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Subdue the earth, and conquer fate^ 

Outspeed the flight of time ; 
Old earth is rich, and man is young, 

Nor near his jocund prime. 

Work, and the clouds of care will fly, 

Pale want will pass away; 
Work, and the leprosy of crime 

And tjnrants must decay. 
Leave the dead ages in their urns ; 

The present time be ours, 
To grapple bravely with our lot, 

And strew our path with flowers. 

TSD0MA3 Elliott, 1820— 



THE SEASONS OF LIFE. 

We, too, have autumns, when our leaves 
Drop loosely through the dampened air. 

When all our good seems bound in sheaves, 
And we stand reap'd and bare. 

Our seasons have no fix'd returns, 

Without our will they come and go \ 

At noon our sudden summer bums, 

Ere sunset all is snow. 

o 
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But each day brings less summer cheer. 
Crimps more our ineffectual spring. 

And something eariier every year 
Our singing birds take wing. 

As less the olden glow abides, 
And less the chiUier heart aspires, 
• With drift-wood beach'd in past spring-tides 
We light our sullen fires. 

By the pinch'd rushlight's starving beam 
We cower and strain our wasted sight, 

To stitch youth's shroud up, seam by seam. 
In the long arctic night 

It was not so— we once were young — 

When Spring, to womanly Summer turning, 

Her dewdrops on each grass-blade strung 
In the red sunrise burning. 

We trusted then, aspired, believed 

That earth could be remade to-morrow ; — 

Ah, why be ever undeceived % 
Why give up faith for sorrow] 

O thou, whose days are yet all spring. 

Trust, blighted once, is past retrieving ; 
Experience is a dumb, dead thing \ 
The victory 's in believing. 

James Russell Lowell, 1819 — 
— American. 
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THE QUIET LIFK 

Happy the man whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air 

In his own ground ! 
Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 
Whose flocks supply him with attire; 
Whose trees in summer yield him shade, 

In winter, fire. 
Blest, who can unconcernedly find 
Hours, days, and years, slide soft away 
In health of body, peace of mind, 

Quiet by day. 
Sound sleep by night ; study and ease 
Together mix'd ; sweet recreation, 
And innocence, which most doth please 

With meditation. 
Then let me live, unseen, unknown ; 
Then unlamented let me die ; 
Steal firom the world, and not a stone 

Tell where I lie. 
Alexander Pope, 1688-1744. 
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"A STIEVE HEART AND A STURDY STEP 
WILL CLIMB THE STEEPEST BRAE." 

Ne'er trow the day will lower throughout, although 

the daw be dark ; 
Ne'er dream you 're doom'd to darg through life, though 
hard your early wark ; 
The morning gray and misty aften brings a golden 

day — 
A stieve heart and a sturdy step will climb the steep- 
est brae. 

A wee bit jutting boulder whiles will help ye ower the 

wa', 
So ne'er despise the willing gift, although it may be 
sma'; 
The birdie, e'er he flees, is proud to hap alang the 

spray — 
A stieve heart and a sturdy step will climb the steep- 
est brae. 

The road to happiness is aft wi' sorrows thickly strown, 
The waur to win the mair we prize ilk comfort that we 
own; 
And Peace and Freedom aft are gain'd by bluidy 

battle fray — 
A stieve heart and a sturdy step will climb the steep- 
est brae. 
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Then if the prize ye seek be high, and if your aim be 

pure. 
Press onward ever hopeful, still be patient to endure ; 
For he wha seeks to enter heaven must watch, and 

work, and pray — 
A stieve heart and a sturdy step wiU climb the steep- 
est brae. 

James Ballantine, 1808 — 



THE SLUGGARD. 
(a lesson for the young.) 

Tis the voice of the sluggard ; I heard him complain, 
" You have waked me too soon, I must slumber again." 
As the door on its hinges, so he on his bed. 
Turns his sides, and his shoulders, and his heavy head. 

" A little more sleep, and a little more slumber ;" 
Thus he wastes half his days, and his hours without 

number j 
And when he gets up, he sits folding his hands. 
Or walks about sauntering, or trifling he stands. 

I pass'd by his garden, and saw the wild brier, 
The thorn and thistle grew broader and higher ; 
The clothes that hang on him are turning to rags. 
And his money still wastes till he starves or he begs. 
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I made him a visit, still hoping to find 
He had took better care for improving his mind ; 
He told me his dreams, talk'd of eating and drinking. 
But he scarce reads his Bible, and never loves thinking. 

Said I then to my heart, " Here 's a lesson for me : 
That man's but a picture of what I might be ; 
But thanks to my friends for their care in my breeding. 
Who taught me betimes to love working and reading." 

Dr Isaac Watts, i 674-1 748. 



GONR 

Another hand is beckoning on, 

Another call is given ; 
And glows once more with angel steps 

The path which reaches Heaven. 

One young and gentle friend, whose smile 
Made brighter summer hours. 

Amid the frosts of autumn time. 
Has left us with the flowers. 

No paling of the cheek of bloom 

Forewam'd us of decay ; 
No shadow from the silent land 

Fell round our sister's way. 
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The light of her young life went down, 

As sinks behind the hill 
The glory of a setting star, 

Clear, suddenly, and still. 

As pure and sweet her fair brow seem'd 

Eternal as the sky ; 
And Hke the brook's low song her voice — 

A sound which could not die. 



The blessings of her quiet life 

Fell on us like the dew ; 
And good thoughts, where her footsteps press'd. 

Like fairy blossoms grew. 

Sweet promptings unto kindest deeds 

Were in her very look ; 
We read her face as one who reads 

A true and holy book. 

We miss her in the place of prayer, 

And by the hearth fire's light ; 
We pause beside her door to hear 

Once more her sweet " Good night I" 

There seems a shadow in the day, 

Her smile no longer cheers ; 
A dimness on the stars of night, 

Like eyes that look through tears. 
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Alone unto our Father's will 
Our thoughts are reconciled ; 

That He whose love exceedeth ours 
Hath taken home His child. 

Fold her^ O Father, in Thine arms, 

And let her henceforth be 
A messenger of love between 
Our human hearts and Thee. 

J. G. Whittier, 1808 — 
— American. 



THE HUMBLE ARE SECURE. 

Great Lord of all things ! Power Divine ! 
Breathe on this erring heart of mine 

Thy grace serene and pure : 
Defend my frail, my erring youth, 
And teach me this important truth, • 

The humble are secure. 

Teach me to bless my lowly lot, 
Confined to this paternal cot. 

Remote from regal state ; 
Content to court the cooling glade. 
Inhale the breeze, enjoy the shade. 

And love my humble fate. 
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No anxious vigils here I keep, 

No dreams of gold disturb my sleep, 

Nor lead my heart astray ; 
Nor blasting envy's tainted gale 
Pollutes the pleasure of the vale, 

To vex my harmless day. 

Yon tower, which rears its head so high. 
And bids defiance to the sky, 

Invites the hostile winds ; 
Yon branching oak, extending wide, 
Provokes destruction by its pride, 

And courts the fall it finds. 

Then let me shun th' ambitious deed, 
And all the dangerous paths which lead 

To honours falsely won : 
Lord, in Thy sure protection blest, 
Submissive will I ever rest, 

And may Thy will be done ! 

Hannah More, 1745-1833. 
Sacred Dramas. 



THE WORTH OF HOURS. 

Believe not that your inner eye 
Can ever in just measure try 
The worth of hours as they go by. 
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For every man's weak self, alas ! 
Makes him to see them, as they pass, 
As through a dim or tinted glass : 

But if in earnest care you would 
Mete out to each its part of good, 
Trust rather to your after-mood. 

Those surely are not fairly spent 

That leave your spirit bow*d and bent . 

In sad unrest and ill-content : 

And more, — though free from seeming harm, 

You rest from toil of mind or arm. 

Or slow retire from Pleasure's charm, — 

If then a painful sense comes on 
Of something wholly lost and gone. 
Vainly enjoy'd, or vainly done, — 

Of something from your being's chain 
Broke off, nor to be link'd again 
By all mere Memory can retain, — 

Upon your heart this truth may rise, — 
Nothing that altogether dies 
Suffices man's just destinies : 

So should we live, that every hour 
May die as dies the natural flower, — 
A self-reviving thing of power ; 
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That every Thought and every Deed 
May hold within itself the seed 
Of future good and future meed ; 

Esteeming Sorrow, whose employ 
Is to develop, not destroy. 
Far better than a barren joy. 

Richard Monckton Milnes, 1808 — 



THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE. 

To weary hearts, to mourning homes, 
God's meekest Angel gently comes : 
No power has he to banish pain, 
Or give us back our lost again ; 
And yet in tenderest love, our dear 
And heavenly Father sends him here. 

There 's quiet in that Angel's glance. 
There 's rest in his still countenance I 
He mocks no grief with idle cheer, 
Nor wounds with words the mourner's ear ; 
But ills and woes he may not cure 
He kindly trains us to endure. 
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Angel of Patience ! sent to calm 
Our feverish brows with cooling palm ; 
To lay the storms of hope and fear, 
And reconcile life's smile and tear ; 
The throbs of wounded pride to still, 
And make our own our Fathers will. 

O thou who moumest on thy way, 
With longings for the close of day ; 
.He walks with thee, that Angel kind. 
And gently whispers, " Be resigned : 
Bear up, bear on, the end shall tell 
The dear Lord ordereth all things well !" 

— From the German, 



THANATOPSIS. 

To him who in the love of Nature holds 

Communion i;^dth her visible forms, she speaks 

A various language ; for his gayer hours 

She has a voice of gladness, and a smile 

And eloquence of beauty, and she glides 

Into his darker musings with a mild 

And healing sympathy, that steals away 

Their sharpness ere he is aware. When thoughts 

Of the last bitter hour come like a blight 

Over thy spirit, and sad images 
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Of the stem agony, and shroud, and pall, 

And breathless darkness, and the narrow house. 

Make thee to shudder and grow sick at heart, — 

Go forth under the open sky and list 

To Nature's teachings, while from all around — 

Earth and her waters and the depths of air — 

Comes a still voice. 

Yet a few days, and thee 
The all-beholding sun shall see no more 
In all his coiuse ; nor yet in the cold ground, 
Where thy pale form was laid with many tears, 
Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist 
Thy image. Earth, that nourifeh'd thee, shall claim 
Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again : 
And, lost each human trace, surrendering up 
Thine individual being, shalt thou go 
To mix for ever with the elements, 
To be a brother to th' insensible rock 
And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain 
Turns with his share and treads upon. The oak 
Shall send his roots abroad and pierce thy mould. 
Yet not to thy eternal resting-place 
Shalt thou retire alone — nor couldst thou wish 
Couch more magnificent Thou shalt lie down 
With patriarchs of the infant world — ^with kings, 
The powerful of the earth, the wise, the good, 
Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past, 
All in one mighty sepulchre. The hills 
Rock-ribb'd and ancient as the sun, — the vales 
Stretching in pensive quietness between ; 
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The venerable woods — drivers that move 

In majesty, and the complaining brooks 

That make the meadows green; and, pour'd round all, 

Old ocean's gray and melancholy waste, — 

Are but the solemn declarations all 

Of the great tomb of man. The golden sim, 

The planets, all the infinite host of heaven, 

Are shining on the sad abodes of death 

Through the still lapse of ages. All that tread 

The globe are but a handful to the tribes 

That slumber in its bosonL — Take the wings 

Of morning — and the Barcan desert pierce. 

Or lose thyself in the continuous woods 

Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no sound 

Save his own dashings — yet — the dead are there, 

And millions in those solitudes, since first 

The flight of years began, have laid them down 

In their last sleep — the dead reign there alone. — 

So shalt thou rest — and what if thou withdraw 

Unheeded by the living, and no friend 

Take note of thy departure % All that breathe 

Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh 

When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care 

Plod on, and each one as before will chase 

His favourite phantom ; yet all these shall leave 

Their mirth and their employments, and shall come 

And make their bed with thee. As the long train 

Of ages gUde away, the sons of men, — 

The youth in life's green spring, and he who goes 

In the full strength of years, matron and maid, 

And the sweet babe, and the gray-headed man, — 
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Shall one by one be gathered to thy side 

By those who in her turn shall follow them. 

So live, that when thy summons comes to join 

The innumerable caravan that moves 

To that mysterious realm where each shall take 

His chamber in the silent halls of death, 

Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night. 

Scourged to his dungeon, but sustained and soothed 

By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave 

Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch 

About him and lies down to pleasant dreams. 

W. C. Bryant, 1798 — 
-American, 



TO PRIMROSES, FILLED WITH 
MORNING DEW. 

Why do ye weep, sweet babes ? Can tears 

Speak grief in you. 
Who are but bom 
Just as the modest mom 
Teem'd her refreshing dew 1 
Alas 1 you have not known that shower 
That mars a flower; 
Nor felt the unkind 
Breath of a blasting wind ; 
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Nor are ye worn with years ; 
Or warp'd, as we, 

Who think it strange to see 
Such pretty flowers, like to orphans young. 
To speak by tears before ye have a tongue. 

Speak, whimpering younglings ! and make known 

The reason why 
Ye droop and weep. 
Is it for want of sleep 
Or childish lullaby % 
Or that ye have not seen as yet 
The violet 1 
Or brought a kiss 
From that sweet heart to this 1 • 
No, no ; this sorrow shewn 

By your tears shed, 
Would have this lecture read, 
" That things of greatest, so of meanest worth, 
Conceived with grief are, and with tears brought forth." 

IL Herrick, 1591-1660. 



THE OLD WASHERWOMAN. 

You busy with the linen see 
This hoary-headed woman here, 

Of washerwomen halest she 
Within her six-and-seventieth year. 
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Thus hath she still with upright heart 
To earn her bread laborious striven, 

And diligent fulfiU'd the part 
Assigned her to fulfil by Heaven. 

With joyous soul in youth's bright mom 

She loved, and hoped, and wedded too ; 
She hath the lot of woman borne. 

Nor light have been her cares, nor few; 
She hath a sickly husband nursed. 

Him sire three children taught to call. 
Hath laid him in the grave the first ; 

Yet faith and hope maintained through aU- 

The orphans to support had she ; 

Willing she took it on herself, 
Reafd them in honest decency,"^ 

Order and industry her wealth. 
Blessing, she sent them forth up-grown. 

To bear their part in life's endeavour ; 
And thus in age was left alone. 

Yet cheerful was her heart as ever. 

By thrift and thought small store she 's won. 
And with her savings flax has bought, 

Which waking livelong nights she 's spun, • 
And thread unto the weaver brought ; 

To Unen he has wove the thread ; 
And scissors she and needle taking, 

Her shroud with her own hand has made, 

Without a blemish in the making. 

p 
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Her shroud it is her treasured prize, 

Within her chest 'tis safely stored ; 
The first and greatest of her joys, 

Her jewel and her care-worn hoard. 
She puts it on each Sunday mom, 

O'er God's bless'd book devoutly bending ; 
Then lays it by well-pleased, till borne 

Herself therein to rest unending. 

And I, life's evening closing round, 

Would, like this woman, I had still, 
Within my own allotted bound, 

Fulfill'd what mine was to fulfil ; 
Would, from life's chalice in my day 

Strength I had known to quaflf as she. 
And, reach'd my journey's end, might say, 

Like pleasure has my shroud for me. 

— German of Chamisso. 



IDLENESS. 

What heart can think, or tongue express, 
The harm that groweth of idleness % 

This idleness in some of us 
Is seen to seem a thing but slight ; 
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But if that sum the sums discuss, 
The total sum doth shew us straight 
This idleness to weigh such weight 

That it no tongue can well express 

The harm that groweth of idleness. 

This vice I liken to a weed 
That husbandmen hath namSd tyne, 

The which in com doth root and breed : 
The grain to ground it doth incline, 
It never ripeth but rotteth in fine : 

And even a like thing is to guess 

Against all virtue, idleness. 

As some one virtue may by grace 
Suppress of vices many a one, 

So is one vice, once taken place, 
Destroyeth all virtues every one : - 
Where this vice cometh, all virtues are gone, 

For no kind of good business 

Can company with idleness. 

To cleanse the com, as men at need, 
Weed out all weeds, and tyne for chie^ 

Let dihgence, our weed-hook, weed 
All vice fi-om us for like relief; 
As faith may faithfully shew proof 

By faithful, fruitful business, 

To weed out fruitless idleness. 

John Heywood, -1565. 
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BEYOND I 

(lines written in the churchyard of RICHMOND, 

YORKSHIRE.) 

** It is good for ns to be here : if thou wilt, let us make here 
three tabernacles ; one for thee, and one for Moses, and one for 
Elias." — Matt, rvii 4 

Methinks it is good to be here : 
If thou wilt, let us build — ^but for whom ? 

Nor Elias nor Moses appear ; 
But the shadows of eve that encompass with gloom 
The abode of the dead and the place of the tomb. 

Shall we build to Ambition ? Ah no I 
Affrighted, he shrinketh away; , 

For see, they would pin him below 
In a small narrow cave, and, begirt with cold clay, 
To the meanest of reptiles a peer and a prey. 

To Beauty % Ah no ! she forgets 
The charms which she wielded before ; 

Nor knows the foul worm that he frets 
The skin which but yesterday fools could adore, 
For the smoothness it held, or the tint which it wore. 

, Shall we build to the purple of Pride, 
The trappings which dizzen the proud % 
Alas ! they are all laid aside, 
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And here 's neither dress nor adornments allowed, 
But the long winding-sheet and the fringe of the 
shroud. 

To Riches % Alas ! 'tis in vain ; 
Who hid in their turns have been hid ; 

The treasures are squandered again ; 
And here in the grave are all metals forbid 
But the tinsel that shines on the dark coffin lid. 

To the pleasures which Mirth can afford, 
The revel, the laugh, and the jeer? 

Ah ! here is a plentiful board ! 
But the guests are all mute as their pitiful cheer. 
And none but the worm is a reveller here. 

Shall we build to Affection and Love 1 
Ah no ! they have withered and died, 

Or fled with the spirit above. 
Friends, brothers, and sisters, are laid side by side, 
Yet none have saluted, and none have replied. 

Unto Sorrow % — the dead cannot grieve j 
Not a sob, not a sigh meets mine ear, 

Which Compassion itself could relieve. 
Ah, sweetly they slumber, nor love, hope, or fear j 
Peace I peace is the watchword, the only one here. 

Unto Death, to whom monarchs must bow ? 
Ah no ! for his empire is known. 
And here there are trophies enowl 
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Beneath the cold dead, and around the dark stone. 
Are the signs of a sceptre that none may disown. 

The first tabernacle to Hope we will build. 
And look for the sleepers around us to rise ! 

The second to Faith, which insures it fulfill'd ; 

And the third to the Lamb of the great sacrifice, 

Who bequeathed us them both when He rose to the 

skies. 

Herbert Knowles, 



THE VANITY OF LIFE. 

Reason thus with life : — 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep ; a breath thou art 
(Servile to all the skyey influences) 
That dost this habitation, where thou keep'st, 
Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death's fool ; 
For him thou labourist by thy flight to shun. 
And yet runn'st toward him still : thou art not noble , 
For all th' accommodations that thou bear'st 
Are nursed by baseness : thou art by no means valiant; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm : thy best of rest is sleep. 
And that thou oft provok'st, yet grossly feafst 
Thy death, which is no more : thou art not thyself; 
For thou exisf St on many a thousand grains 
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That issue out of dust : happy thou art not ; 
For what thou hast not, still thou striv*st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forgetfst : thou art not certain ; 
. For thy complexion shifts to strange effects. 
After the moon : if thou art rich, thou'rt poor ; 
For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows. 
Thou beafst thy heavy riches but a journey. 
And death unloads thee : friend hast thou none ; 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 
The mere effusion of thy proper loins. 
Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum, 
For ending thee no sooner : thou hast nor youth nor 

age; 
But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep. 
Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as agbd, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld : and when thou art old and rich. 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, Hmb, nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleasant What's yet in this 
That bears the name of life 1 Yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear, 
That makes these odds all even. 

W. Shakspeare, 1564-1616. 
— Measure for Measure, 
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CHEERFULNESS. 

Fair as the dawning light ! auspicious guest ! 
Source of all comfort to the human breast ! 
Deprived of thee, in sad despair we moan, 
And tedious roll the heavy moments on. 
Though beauteous objects all around us rise, 
To charm the fancy and delight the eyes ; 
Though art's fair works and nature's gifts conspire 
To please each sense, and satiate each desire, 
'Tis joyless all — till thy enlivening ray 
Scatters the melancholy gloom away. 
Then opens to the soul a heavenly scene. 
Gladness and peace, all sprightly, all serene. 

Where dost thou deign, say, in what blest retreat. 
To choose thy mansion, and to fix thy seat] 
Thy sacred presence how shall we explore ? 
Can Avarice gain thee with her golden store 1 
Can vain Ambition, with her boasted charms, 
Tempt thee within her wide-extended arms ? 
No, with Content alone canst thou abide, 
Thy sister, ever smiling by thy side. 

When boon companions, void of every care, 
Crown the full bowl, and the rich banquet share 
And give a loose to pleasure — art thou there ? 
Or when th' assembled great and fair advance 
To celebrate the mask, the play, the dance. 
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Whilst beauty spreads its sweetest charms around, 
And airs ecstatic swell their tuneful sound, 
Art thou within the pompous circle found ? 
Does not thy influence more sedately shine ] 
Can such tumultuous joys as these be thine? 
Surely more mild, more constant in their course, 
Thy pleasures issue from a nobler source j 
From sweet discretion ruling in the breast, 
From passions tempered, and from lusts repressed ; 
From thoughts unconscious of a guilty smart. 
And the calm transports of an honest heart. 

Thy aid, O ever faithful, ever kind ! • 

Through life, through death, attends the virtuous 

mind; 

Of angry fate wards from us every blow. 

Cures every ill, and softens every woe. 

Whatever good our mortal state desires. 

What wisdom finds, or innocence inspires ; 

From nature's bounteous hand whatever flows, 

Whate'er our Maker's providence bestows, 

By thee mankind enjoys ; by thee repays 

A grateful tribute of perpetual praise. 

James Fitzgerald, i8h — 
— American, 
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SOWING AND REAPING. 

Sow with a generous hand, 

Pause not for toil or pain, 

Weary not through the heat of summer, 

Weary not through the cold spring rain ; 

But wait till the autumn comes 

For the sheaves of golden grain. 

Scatter the seed, and fear not, 
A table will be spread ; 
What matter if you are too weary 
To eat your hard-eam'd bread % 
Sow, while the earth is broken, 
For the hungry must be fed. 

Sow ; — ^while the seeds are lying 
In the warm earth's bosom deep, 
And your warm tears fall upon it, 
They will stir in their quiet sleep ; 
And the green blades rise the quicker) 
Perchance, for the tears you weep. 

Then sow ; — for the hours are fleeting, 
And the seed must fall to-day ; 
And care not what hands shall reap it, 
Or if you shall have pass'd away 
Before the waving corn-fields 
Shall gladden the sunny day. 
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Sow ; and look onward, upward, 
Where the starry light appears — 
Where, in spite of the coward's doubting, 
Or your own hearfs trembling fears, 
You shall reap in joy the harvest 
You have sown to-day in tears. 

Adelaide A. Procter, 1834-1864. 
'Household Words. 



THE INWARD VOICK 

A VOICE within is sounding ever 
With the onward march of Time ; 

As the rushing of life's river 
Echoes back its passing chime. 

When with joy the heart is bounding, 
Ere the world the mind enslaves. 

Bold and high its tones are sounding, 
Like the dash of ocean waves. 

Doth there aught of care or sorrow 
To the bosom's pulses cling 1 

List ! it tells us that to-morrow 
Will sweet consolations bring. 
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Long the way, and dark, and dreary 
Would our pilgrimage be here, 

Were it not that to the weary 
Comes its song of hope to cheer. 

Hope from out of some sweet nooklet 
Of the heart sends forth its lay, 

Soft as summer of the brooklet 
As it wanders on its way. 

When life's trouble is the sorest, 
Comes it to refresh the hours, 

As the breeze that shakes the forest 
Passes gently o'er the flowers. 

Oft when wasted with long illness, 
Fain the spirit would depart, 

Hope's sweet song has broke the stillness. 
And revived the drooping heart 

Dreams of odours from the wild wood 

Doth its gentle carol bring ; 
Soft as lullaby of childhood, 

Or the flow of moimtain-spring. 

Life to sweeten and to brighten. 
Has the inward voice been given ; 

Earth's dull gloom to cheer and lighten 
With the hopes and joys of heaven. 

W. Anderson, 1847, 
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LONGING. 

Of all the myriad moods of mind 

That through the soul come thronging, 
Which one was e'er so dear, so kind. 

So beautiful as Longing? 
The thing we long for, that we are 

For one transcendent moment, 
Before the Present poor and bare 

Can make its sneering comment 

Still, through our paltry stir and strife, 

Glows down the wish'd Ideal, 
And Longing moulds in clay what Life 

Carves in the marble Real ; 
To let the new life in, we know, 

Desire must ope the portal ; — 
Perhaps the Longing to be so 

Helps make the soul immortal * 

Longing is God's fresh heavenward will 

With our poor earthward striving ; 
We quench it that we may be still 

Content with merely living ; 
But, would we learn that heart's full scope 

Which we are hourly wronging, 
Our lives must climb from hope to hope. 

And realise our Longing. 
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Ah ! let us hope that to our praise 

Good God not only reckons 
The moments when we tread His ways, 

But when the spirit beckons, — 
That some slight good is also wrought 

Beyond self-satisfaction, 
When we are simply good in thought, 

However we fail in action. 

James R. Lowell, 181 
— American, 



THE SHADOW OF THE HAND. 

" How varied are life's flowery paths, 
With varied pleasures strown ; 

But there, where Duty points the track, 
Is happiness alone." 

Thus musing, as in fancy, far 
My footsteps seem'd to stray — 

Methought some strange mysterious power 
Impelled them on their way. 

It was a shady path I trod, 

Yet beautiful to see ; 
For there were flowers upon the tur^ 

And birds in every tree. 
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I loved the flowers, their form, their hue, 

Their fragrance, faint and rare ; 
I loved the birds, whose plaintive strains, 

Harmonious, fiU'd the air. 

The clustering shadows of the trees 

Upon the ground were cast : 
They seem'd to change their forms, each time 

A breath of wind went past 

Yet still methought, — as if the path 

Were some good angel's care, — 
The figure of a hand I traced 

Among the shadows there 1 

A hand, that ever pointed me 

Along that peaceful way : 
A way so happy, strange 'twould seem. 

That I should wish to stray ! 

Yet oft, too oft, I knew not whence, 
Gay sounds would reach mine ear, 

Of music, mirth, and revelry. 
And I would pause to hear : 

And through the trees, on either side 

That shady path, would gleam 
Bright eyes, and glittering forms, — such sights 

As happy lovers dream 1 
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And they would call in wily tones, 
That sounded sweet and low, — 

And wave to me their snow-white arms, 
Until I longed to go. 

But, while the shadow of the hand 
Upon the greensward lay, 

I could not turn to right or left, — 
A charm was on the way ! 

I felt, beneath that hallowed spell, 
New life my being thrill, — 

And all things lovely seem'd to take 
A lovelier semblance stilL 



The air breathed purer, — ^from the flowers 

A rarer fragrance given, 
And through the leaves above I saw 

The blue and quiet heaven. 

All was so sweet within that path, 

I would not from it stray. 
And leave that shadow of the hand 

Heaven-sent to point my way. 

There may be summer paths afar. 
With flowers more bright and rare ; 

But what of them, unless that hand 
Have cast its shadow there ? 



SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR 241 , 

Not fortune's brightest beams I ask 

Around my path to play. 
If Duty with its guiding hand, 

But point my onward way. 

-American Magazine. 
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THE WEAVER'S SONG. 

On merrily speeds the shuttle, boys, 

And gaily smacks the layj 
Then, cheerily as the hour flies, 

Let 's sing its weight away. 
No gems we need to deck the brow. 

Nor beads of kingly oil. 
For richer far adorn us now — 
The sweat of honest toil 
But while we weave, 
And time the stave. 
See all goes fair and well ; 
For what 's amiss, 
Depend on this. 
The warehouse day will tell. 

'Tis sweet to see the shuttles play, 
And hear \h&flighters speak, 

On httle silvery Saturday, 
When well we Ve spent the week. 

Q 
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Ay, that's the day can tell who slept 

With sunlight on his eyes; 
But we have leap'd ere day has swept 
The ravellings from the skies. 

Then as ye weave, 

And time the stave, 
This axiom keep in sight — 

The little done 

With Monday's sun 
Is much on Friday night 

And life is but a gingham chain \ 
Why o'er it should we grieve, 
Though stripes and checks of joy and pain 

We now and then must weave % 
'Twill one day end, and this we know, 

The Great Employer's love 
Can every thread that 's dark below 
Make rainbow bright above. 
Then with the threads 
Of darkest shades 
Should this life be perplex'dl 
No, onward drive, 
And nobly strive, 
For fairer in the next ! 

Oh ! for that day when every cloth 

Shall in the light be tried, 
And justice given alike to both 

Employer and emplo/d. 
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Oh ! for ye then, ye drones of trade, 

Who crush the struggling poor ; 
For every fraud ye 11 well be paid 
With interest full as sure ! 

But mind the scopes 

For ladies' robes 
Must faultless be as flowers, 

Nor crack nor dotui 

Can be allowed 
In dainty work like ours ! 

And now when youth and strength are rife, 

Let 's so each hour employ, 
That ere the Friday eve of life, 
Our "pushing" may be by; 
And so to wait our warehouse fate 

Without being much afraid 
Of bringing " bail" to shame or hate 
By any work we Ve made. 
Then while ye weave, 
And time the stave. 
See all goes fair and well ; 
For what 's amiss, 
Depend on this. 
TkcU warehouse day will telL 

H. Davis, 1847. 



V 
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THE COMMON LOT. 

Once in the flight of ages past, 
There lived a man, — and who was he ? 

Mortal ! howe'er thy lot be cast, 
That man resembled thee. 

Unknown the region of his birth, 

The land in which he died unknown : 

His name has perish'd from the earth ; 
This truth survives alone : — 

That joy and grief, and hope and fear, 
Alternate triumphed in his breast j 

His bliss and woe, — ^a smile, a tear ! — 
Oblivion hides the rest. 

The bounding pulse, the languid limb, 
The changing spirit's rise and fall ; 

We know that these were felt by him, 
For these are felt by alL 

He suffered, — ^but his pangs are o'er ; 

Enjo/d, — ^but his delights are fled ; 
Had friends, — his friends are now no more ; 

And foes, — ^his foes are dead. 
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He loved, — ^but whom he loved, the grave 
Hath lost in its unconscious womb : 

Oh, she was fair ! — ^but naught could save 
Her beauty from the tomb. 

He saw whatever thou hast seen ; 

Encountered all that troubles thee : 
He was — ^whatever thou hast been ; 

He is — ^what thou shalt be. 

The rolling seasons, day and night. 

Sun, moon, and stars, the earth and main, 

Erewhile his portion, life and Hght 
To him exist in vain. 

The clouds and sunbeams, o'er his eye 
That once their shades and glory threw. 

Have left on yonder silent sky 
No vestige where they flew. 

The annals of the human race,- 
Their ruins, since the world began, 

Of him afford no other trace 
Than this, — There lived a man ! 

James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 
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SHORTNESS OF HUMAN LIFE. 

Mark that swift arrow, how it cuts the air, 
How it outruns thy following eye ! 
Use all persuasions now, and try 
If thou canst call it back, or stay it there. 
That way it went, but thou shalt find 
No track is left behind. 

Fool ! 'tis thy life, and the fond archer thou, — 
Of all the time thou 'st shot away, 
I '11 bid thee fetch but yesterday. 
And it shall be too hard a task to do. 
Besides repentance, what canst find 
That it hath left behind 1 

Our life is carried with too strong a tide, 
A doubtful cloud our substance bears. 
And is the horse of all our years ; 
Each day doth on a wingM whirlwind ride. 
We and our glass run out, and must 
Both render up our dust. 

But his past life who without grief can see. 
Who ever thinks his end too near, 
But says to Fame, Thou art mine heir ; 
That man extends life's natural brevity — 
This is, this is the only way 
To outlive Nestor in a day. 

Abraham CowiEV, 1618-1667. 
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LOWLY PLEASUREa 

Methinks I love all common things : 

The common air, the common flower ; 
The dear kind common thought that springs 
From hearts that have no other dower, 
" No other wealth, no other power. 
Save love ; and will not that repay 
For all else fortune tears away? 

Methinks I love the homy hand 
That labours until dusk from dawn ; 

Methinks I love the russet band. 
Beyond the band of silk or lawn ; 
And oh ! the lovely laughter drawn 

From peasant lips, when sunny May 

Leads in some flowery holiday ! 

What good are fancies fair that rack 
With painful thought the poefs brain? 

Alas ! they cannot bear us back 
Unto happy years again I 
But the white rose without stain 

Bringeth times and thoughts of flowers, 

When youth was bounteous as the hours ! 

E'en now, were I but rich, my hand 

Should open like a vernal cloud, 
When't casts its beauty on a land 
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In music sweet but never loud : 
But I am of the humble crowd ; 
And thus am I content to be, 
If thou, sweet muse, wilt cherish me. 

R W. Procter, 1790 — 



MUTATION.— A SONNET. 

They talk of short-lived Pleasure — ^be it so— 

Pain dies as quickly ! stem, hard-featured Pain 
Expires, and lets her weary prisoner go. 

The fiercest agonies have shortest reign ; 

And after dreams of horror, comes again 
The welcome morning with its rays of peace. 

Oblivion, softly wiping out the stain. 
Makes the strong secret pangs of shame to cease : 
Remorse is virtue's root ; its fair increase 

Are fruits of innocence and blessedness : 
Thus Joy o'erbome and bound, doth still release 

His young limbs from the chains that round him 
press. 
Weep not that the world changes— did it keep 
A stable changeless state, 'twere cause indeed to weep, 

W. C. Bryant, 1798 — 
— American, 
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WORK. 

What are we set on earth for? Say, to toil — 

Nor seek to leave thy tending of the vines,' 

For all the heat o' the day, till it declines. 

And Death's mild curfew shall from work assoil. 

God did anoint thee with this odorous oil. 

To wrestle, not to reign ; and He assigns 

All thy tears over, like pure crystaUines, 

For younger fellow-workers of the soil 

To wear for amulets. — So others shall 

Take patience, labour, to their heart and hand 

From thy hand, and thy heart, and thy brave cheer, 

And God's grace fructify through thee to all. 

The least flower, with a brimming cup may stand, 

And share its dew-drop with another near. 

K R Browning, 1809-1862. 



LIFE AND DEATH. 

I call'd two spirits from before God's throne : 
"What wilt thou give me, Life?" I ask'd of one, 
Whose presence seem'd half-shadow and half-sun. 

" I'll give thee hours of joy, bright hours, glowing 
With the hot sun of love, sweet hours, flowing 
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Calmly away in holy unity, 

With little children praying at thy knee. 

And thy belovM blessing them and thee ! 

And hours of sorrow — sorrow for the loss 

Of friends and kindred, or the heavier cross 

Of children snatch'd in all their infimt charms 

From the frail haven of a mother's arms ; 

Or thy belovM's heart may change and grieve thee, 

Or, like the rest, he, too, may die and leave thee.'' 

So spake that angel : to the other turning. 

Above whose misty form a star was burning, 

" What wilt thou give me. Death 1" I falter'd, mourning. 

"My gifts depend upon thyself: if thou 
Use well the hours Life is bestowing now, 
I proffer thee eternity for time ; 
For earthly courts, God's palaces sublime ; 
For wither'd buds, crowns of immortal flowers ; 
For fading leaflets, amaranthine bowers ! * 
And I will give thee more. Within my gate 
The lost and loved shall for thy presence wait ; 

" The parents of thy youth — the friends for whom 
Thy tears have vainly fallen — all shall come ! 
And a bright band of cherubs, robed in white, — 
On each fair head a coronal of light, 
Shall greet thee, happy mother, safely grown 
In angel purity, around God's throne. 
And thy beloved shall wander at thy side, 
There where no heart can change, Death can no more 
divide." 
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And as the Spirit spake, the star of light 

Above his head grew gloriously bright ; 

And I beheld a countenance divine, 

Full of compassion, awful, yet benign ! 

Then did the angels vanish, and with tears 

I pra/d that I might so employ the years 

That Life should give, that with my parting breath 

I might reclaim the promises of Death. 

C. S. J. 

Good Wbrdsy i860. 



SONG OF THE HAYMAKERS. 

The noontide is hot and our foreheads are brown ; 

Our palms are all shining and hard ; 
Right close is our work with the wain and the fork, 

And but poor is our daily reward. 

But there 's joy in the sunshine, and mirth in the lark 
That skims whistling away over head ; 

Our spirits are light, though our skins may be dark. 
And there 's peace with our meal of brown bread. 

We dwell in the meadows, we toil on the sward. 

Far away from the city's dull gloom ; 
And more jolly are we, though in rags we may be. 

Than the pale faces over the loom. 



252 SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 

Then a song and a cheer for the bonnie green stack, 
Climbing up to the sun wide and high ; 

For the pitchers and rakers, and merry haymakers. 
And the beautiful midsummer sky ! 

Come forth, gentle ladies — come forth, dainty sirs, 

And lend us your presence awhile ; 
Your garments will gather no stain from the burs. 

And a freckle won't tarnish your smile. 

Our carpet 's more soft for your delicate feet 

Than the pile of your velveted floor ! 
And the air of our balm-swath is surely as sweet 

As the perfume of Arab/s shore. 

Come forth, noble masters, come forth to the field, 
Where freshness and health may be found ; 

Where the wind-rows are spread for the butterfly's bed, 
And the clover-bloom falleth around. 

Then a song and a cheer for the bonnie green stack, 
Chmbing up to the sun wide and high ; 

For the pitchers and rakers, and merry ha)anakers. 
And the beautiful midsummer sky ! 

" Hold fast !" cries the waggoner, loudly and quick, 
And then comes the hearty " Gee-wo ! " 

While the cunning old team-horses manage to pick 
A sweet mouthful to munch as they go. 
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The tawny-faced children come round us to play, 

And bravely they scatter the heap ; 
Till the tiniest one, all outspent with the fun, 

Is curl'd up with the sheep-dog, asleep. 

Old age sitteth down on the haycock's fair crown, 

At the close of our labouring day; 
And wishes his life, like the grass at his feet. 

May be pure at its " passing away." 

Then a song and a cheer for the bonnie green stack. 
Climbing up to the sun wide and high ; 

For the pitchers and rakers, and merry haymakers. 
And the beautiful midsummer sky ! 

Eliza Cook, 1818 — 



HUMILITY. 

The bird that soars on highest wing. 
Builds on the ground her lowly nest ; 

And she that doth most sweetly sing, 
Sings in the shade when all things rest 

— In lark and nightingale we see 

What honour hath humility. 

When Mary chose the " better part," 
She meekly sat at Jesus' feet ; 

And Lydia's gently-open'd heart 
Was made for God's own temple meet. 
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— Fairest and best adom'd is she 
Whose clothing is humility. 

The saint that wears heaven's brightest crown. 

In deepest adoration bends ; 
The weight of glory bows him down, 

Then most when most his soul ascends ; 
— Nearest the throne itself must be 
The footstool of Humihty. 

James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 



BELIEVE IN GOD. 

** God, my brothers, will not leave us, 

Still His heaven is o'er us bent ; 
His commandments are not grievous, 

Do His will and be content 
Only Truth and Love shall flourish. 

In the end, beloved mates ; 
Only Charity can nourish 

Those whom Charity creates. 

Believe in God. 

" You have wrongs by forge and furnace, 
You have darkness, you have dread ; 

But you work in radiant harness. 
And your God is overhead. 
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Does not night bring forth the morning? 

Does not darkness father light) 
Even now we have forewarning, 

Brothers, of the close of night. 

Believe in God 

" Many, many are the shadows 

That the dawn of truth reveals ; 
Beautiful on life's broad meadows 

Is the light the Christian feels. 
Evil shall give place to goodness. 

Wrong be dispossessed by right ; 
Out of old chaotic rudeness 

God evokes a world of light. 

Believe in God. 

" Do ye toil] Oh, freer, firmer. 

Ye shall grow beneath your toil ; 
Only craven spirits murmur, 

Lightly rooted in the soil. 
Through the gloom and through the darkness, 

Through the danger and the dole, 
Through the mist and through the murkness 

Travels the great human souL 

Believe in God. 

" Ye have often read the story 

Of the Hero of our race. 
How the gloom outran the glory 

And the wrath outran the grace ; 



256 SONGS OF UFE AND LABOUR. 

How He tzod the earth in sorrow, 
Yet left bliss where'er He trod. 

How He died, yet on the morrow 
Sprang from death to light and God. 

Believe in God. 

'^ In His love and His endurance. 

In His manliness sublime. 
Labour shone with bright assurance 

Of a holier, happier time. 
Then, my brothers, love and labour, 

As the Hero-God before ; 
Learn to bless a needy neighbour, 

Even from a scanty store. 

Beheve in God. 

" Fades the prophet's lovely vision, 

While ye talk of force for force. 
Golden hopes and dreams Elysian 

Fly from death on his white horse. 
Trust me there is strength in weakness, 

There 's a greatness Kes in love. 
The persistency of meekness 

Makes you like the Christ above. 

Believe in God. 

** Have you never felt the pleasure 
Of forgiving fraud and wrong, 

Rippling through your soul like measure 
Sweet of sweetest poef s song ? 
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Have you never felt that beauty 

Lies in pain for others borne ? 
That the sacredness of duty 

Bids you oflfer love for scorn 1 

Believe in God. 

" But you tell me that I mock you 

With a measured mincing verse — 
O my brothers ! I could lock you 

To my heart while I rehearse. 
But you tell me that your anguish 

And your death-toil drive you mad ; 
That you see your children languish. 

Your beloved ones spirit-sad 

Believe in God. 

" And you say * in homestead quiet/ 

Where the roses climb and creep, 
Where the vine is running riot, 

And the bees sing you to sleep, 
You can give us counsel gravest, 

You can fancy and refine : 
And you think your heart the bravest, 

And you call your creed divine. 

Believe in God. 

" But if you had borne the burden 

And the heat of England's day, 
Then your hearts like ours would harden — 

You would not believe and pray; 

R 
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If your soul like ours was hoaiy 
With the grief of many years, 

You would never look for glory, 
Hope for life beyond the ^heres, 

Nor trust in God. 

^ Once a husband, once a fsither, 

I could praise and I could pray; 
That is over now — ^I rather 

Turn to God from God away. 
No ! I do not speak in malice, 

You, too, from your creed would swerve. 
Had you seen your Httle AHce 

And her saintly mother starve. 

There is no God." 

" O my brothers ! this is grievous ! 

But I still beheve in God, 
Still I think He will not leave us, 

And I kneel and kiss the rod. 
Trust me, too, that not so brightly 

Have life's waters flow'd for me; 
Sorrow daily, sorrow nightly, " 

Comes alike to me and thee. 

Believe in God. 

" I too have been hunger-bitten ; 

Much of sorrow and of sin. 
More than ever could be written. 

Dwells this failing heart within. 
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Broken health, and pain, and trial, 

Loss of worldly gear are mine; 
Yet, on God's eternal dial 

God's eternal sunbeams shine. 

Believe in God. 

" I through doubt and darkness travel, 

Through the agony and gloom, 
Hoping that I shall unravel 

This strange web beyond the tomb. 
O my brothers ! men heroic ! 

Workers both with hand and brain ! 
'Tis the Christian, not the stoic. 

That best triumphs over pain. 

BeUeve in God. 

" O my brothers ! love and labour, 

Conquer wrong by doing right ; 
Truth alone must be your sabre. 

Love alone your shield in fight 
Virtues yet shall cancel vices ; 

Love alone, beloved mates ! 
Only God himself suffices 

Those whom God alone creates. 

Believe in God." 
Thomas Cooper, 1805 — 
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THE KINGS OF THE SOIL. 

Black sin may nestle below a crest, 

And crime below a crown ; 
As good hearts Ueat 'neath a fustian vest, 

As under a silken gown. 
Shall tales be told of the chiefs who sold 

Their sinews to crush and kill. 
And never a word be sung or heard 

Of the men who reap and till t 
I bow in thanks to the sturdy throng 

Who greet the young Mom with toil ; 
And the burden I give my earnest song 

Shall be this— The Kings of the Soil ! 
Then sing for the Kings who have no crown 

But the blue sky o*er their head ; — 
Never Sultan or Dey had such power as they, 

To withhold or to offer bread. 

Proud ships may hold both silver and gold, 

The wealth of a distant strand ; 
But ships would rot and be valued not. 

Were there none to till the land. 
The wildest heath, and the wildest brake, 

Are rich as the richest fleet. 
For they gladden the wild birds when they wake. 

And give them food to eat. 
And with willing hand, and spade and plough. 

The gladdening hour shall come. 
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When that which is call'd the "waste land " now, 
Shall ring with the " Harvest Home." 

Then sing for the Kings who have no crown 
But the blue sky o'er their head ; — 

Never Sultan or Dey had such power as they, 
To withhold or to offer bread. 

I value him whose foot can tread 

By the com his hand hath sown; 
When he hears the stir of the yellow reed 

It is more than music's tone. 
There are prophet-sounds that stir the grain, 

When its golden stalks shoot up ; 
Voices that tell how a world of men 

Shall daily dine and sup. 
Then shame, oh, shame on the miser creed. 

Which holds back praise or pay 
From the men whose hands make rich the 
lands, — 

For who earn it more than they ? 
Then sing for the Kings who have no crown 

But the blue sky o'er their head ; — 
Never Sultan or Dey had such power as they, 

To withhold or to offer bread. 

The poet hath gladden'd with song the past. 
And still sweetly he striketh the string ; . 

But a brighter light on him is cast 
Who can plough as well as sing. 

The wand of Bums had a double power 
To soften the common heart, 
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Since with harp and spade, in a double trade, 

He shared a common part. 
Rome lavished fame on the yeoman's name 

Who banished her deep distress ; 
But had he ne'er quitted the field or the plough. 

His mission had scarce been less. 
Then sing for the Kings who are missioned all 

To a toil that is rife with good ; — 
Never Sultan or Dey had such power as they. 

To withhold or to offer food. 

K H. BURRINGTON, 1 848. 



ONE BY ONE. 

One by one the sands are flowing, 
One by one the moments fall ; 

Some are coming, some are going. 
Do not strive to grasp them all ! 

One by one thy duties wait thee. 
Let thy whole strength go to each, 

Let no fixture dreams elate thee. 

Learn thou first what these can teach. 

One by one (bright gift:s firom Heaven) 
Joys are sent thee here below ; 

Take them readily when given, 
Ready too to let them go. 
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One by one thy griefs shall meet thee, 

Do not fear an armed band ; 
One will fade as others greet thee, 

Shadows passing through the land. 

Do not look at life's long sorrow ; 

See how small each moment's pain ; 
God will help thee for to-morrow. 

Every day begin again. 

Every hour that fleets so slowly 

Has its task to do or bear ; 
Luminous the crown, and holy. 

If thou set each gem with care. 

Do not linger with regretting, 

Or for passing hours despond \ 
Nor, the daily toil forgetting, 

Look too eagerly beyond. 

Hours are golden links, God's token, 
Reaching heaven ; but one by one 

Take them, lest the chain be broken 
Ere the pilgrimage be done. 

Adelaide A. Procter, 1826-1864. 




L 
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SUBMISSION. 

My God, I thank Thee ! may no thought 
E'er deem Thy chastisements severe ; 

But may this heart, by sorrow taught. 
Calm each wild wi^, each idle fear. 

Thy mercy bids all nature bloom ; 

The sun shines bright, and man is gay ; 
Thine equal mercy ^reads the gloom 

That darkens o'er his little day. 

Full many a throb of grief and pain 
Thy frail and erring child must know ; 

But not one prayer is breath'd in vain, 
Nor does one tear unheeded flow. 

Thy various messengers employ ; 

Thy purposes of love fulfil ; 
And 'mid the wreck of human joy, 
May kneeling Faith adore Thy will ! 

Andrew Norton, 1786-1852. 
-American. 
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WORK AWAY! 

Work away ! 
For the Master's eye is on us, 
Never oflf us, still upon us, 

Night and day 1 

Work away ! 
Keep the busy fingers plying, 
Keep the ceaseless shuttles flying ; 
See that never thread lie wrong ; 
Let not clash or clatter round us, 
Sound of whirring wheels, confound us ; 
Steady hand 1 let woof be strong 
And firm, that has to last so long ! 

Work away ! 

Keep upon the anvil ringing 
Stroke of hammer ; on the gloom 
Set 'twixt cradle and 'twixt tomb 
Shower of fiery sparkles flinging; 
Keep the mighty furnace glowing ; 
Keep the red ore hissing, flowing 
Swift within the ready mould ; 
See that each one than the old 
Still be fitter, still be fairer 
For the servant's use, and rarer 
For the Master to behold : 
Work away ! 
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Work away ! 
For the Leader's eye is on us, 
Never off us, still upon us, 

Night and day ! 
Wide the trackless prairies round us. 
Dark and unsunned woods surround us, 
Steep and savage mountains bound us ; 

Far away 
Smile the soft savannahs green, 
Rivers sweep and roll between : 

Work away ! 

Bring your axes, woodmen true ; 
Smite the forest till the blue 
Of Heaven's sunny eye looks through 
Every wild and tangled glade ; 
Jungle swamp and thicket shade 

Give to day ! 
O'er the torrents fling your bridges, 
Pioneers ! Upon the ridges 
Widen, smooth the rocky stair — 
They that follow, far behind 
Coming after us, will find 
Surer, easier footing there ; 
Heart to heart, and hand with hand. 
From the da>^Ti to dusk o* day. 

Work away ! 
Scouts upon the mountain's peak — 
Ye that see the Promised Land, 
Hearten us ! for ye can speak 
Of the country ye have scann'd, 

Far away ! 
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Work away 
For the Father's eye is on us, 
Never off us, still upon us. 

Night and Day 1 

Work and Pray ! 
Pray I and Work will be completer ; 
Work ! and Prayer will be the sweeter ; 
Love ! and Prayer and Work the fleeter 
Will ascend upon their way ! 
Fiear not lest the busy finger 
Weave a net the soul to stay ; 
Give her wings — she will not linger ; 
Soaring to the source of day; 
Cleaving clouds that still divide us 
From the azure depths of rest, 
She will come again ! beside us, 
With the sunshine on her breast. 
Sit, and sing to us, while quickest 
On their task the fingers move, 
While the outward din wars thickest, 
Songs that she hath leam'd above. 

Live in Future as in Present ; 
Work for both while yet the day 
Is our own ! for Lord and Peasant, 
Long and bright as summer's day, 
Cometh, yet more sure, more pleasant, 
Cometh soon our Holiday; 
Work away ! 

— Household Words, 185 1. 
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SUNSHINE AND SHOWER. 

The heart that is sinking in sorrow 

May mourn, but need never despair ; 
The night may be dark, but to-morrow 

The sky may be smiling and fair. 
As golden day follows gray morning. 

As summer heat follows the rain, 
As shadow makes light more adorning. 

So pleasure is heightened by pain. 

Our life is a state of progression, 

Though weary and rough be the way ; 
And ere we get good in possession. 

Hard labour's the price we must pay. 
Then pause not though dark and alarming 

The sky in the distance may lower ; 
Press on ; there be regions more charming, 

The sunshine comes after the shower. 

Then list not your woe-begone lover. 

And heed not your woe-boding friend j 
The sooner your sorrows are over. 

The sooner your pleasures will end. 
When joy thus with sorrow is blended, 

Oh, why should life's cup ever cloy ; 
Or why should we wish our woes ended. 

When Sorrow's the sister of Joy ! 

James Ballantine, 1808 — 
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THE HERITAGE. 

The rich man's son inherits lands, 
And piles of brick, and stone, and gold, 

And he inherits soft white hands, 
And tender flesh that fears the cold, 
Nor dares to wear a garment old : 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 

The rich man's son inherits cares ; 
The bank may break, the factory bum, 

A breath may burst his bubble shares, 
And soft white hands could hardly earn 
A living that would serve his turn : 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 

The rich man's son inherits wants, 
His stomach craves for dainty fare ; 

With sated heart, he hears the pants 
Of toiling hinds with brown arms bare. 
And wearies in his easy chair : 

A heritage, it seems to me. 

One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 

What doth the poor man's son inherit 1 

Stout muscles and a sinewy heart, 
A hardy frame, a hardier spirit ; 
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King of two hands, he does his part 
In every useful toil and art : 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
A king might wish to hold in fee. 

What doth the poor man's son inherit? 
Wishes o'erjo3r'd with humble things, 

A rank adjudged by toil-won merit, 
Content that from employment springs, 
A heart that in his labour sings : 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

A king might wish to hold in fee. 

What doth the poor man's son inherit % 
A patience leam'd of being poor, 

Courage, if sorrow come, to bear it, 
A fellow-feeling that is sure 
To make the outcast bless his door : 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

A king might wish to hold in fee. 

O rich man's son ! there is a toil 
That with all others level stands ; 

Large charity doth never soil, 

But only whiten, soft white hands, — 
This is the best crop from thy lands : 

A heritage, it seems to be. 

Worth being rich to hold in fee. 

O poor man's son ! scorn not thy state j 
There is worse weariness than thine, 
In merely being rich and great ; 
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Toil only gives the soul to shine, 
And makes rest fragrant and benign : 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

Worth being poor to hold in fee. 

Both, heirs to some six feet of sod, 

Are equal in the earth at last ; 
Both, children of the same dear God, 
Prove title to your heirship vast 
By record of a well-fiird past : 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
Well worth a life to hold in fee. 

J. R. Lowell, 1819 — 
— American, 



PRACTICAL PHILOSOPHY. 

For the highborn and the low 

There 's a joy that all may know, 
A source of bliss exhaustless, undefiled ; 

Though simple it may seem, 

Believe me 'tis no dream. 
But lessons Hfe has taught me from a child 

It is, to act your part 

With purity of heart ; 
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Unsullied, though temptations rise in view ; 

With finn unyielding will. 

Those duties to fulfil. 
Our Father has ordain'd for us to da 

No matter what our lot, 

In castle or in cot, 
There 's work for every willing heart and hand ; 

There 's evil to subdue, 

Exertions to renew. 
And Knowledge that we all should understand : 

Disdaining to despond ; 

But ready to respond 
To Duty's call, and cheerfully obey 

With, firm resolve to win. 

When battling with sin. 
And climb the mounts that bar our heavenward 
way! 

If blessings make us glad. 

Oh, let us to the sad 
Impart in acts of kindness, peace, and joy ; 

Determined every ill 

To crush with earnest will. 
And weeds that mar Life's garlands to destroy — 

To scorn a cruel deed, 

And faithful to this creed. 
To do a worthy action when we can — 

To comfort the distress'd ; 

And, helping the oppress'd. 
To dignify the soul and name of Man. 
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With Rectitude and Right 

For sources of delight, 
And all our aspirations for the true, 

With soul and heart and mind, 

To God alone resigned, 
May we the pleasant paths of peace pursue ; 

And, oh ! how sweet 'twill be. 

When life at last shall flee, 
To fall asleep, moum'd o'er by those we love : 

With prayer and blessing bless'd, 

That we may take our rest 
With Angels, in the realms of light above. 

Rowland Brown, 1837 — 
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WEALTH AND FAME. 

Clad with the moss of gathering years, 
The stone of fame shall moulder down. 

Long dried from soft aflection's tears. 
Its place unheeded and unknown. 

Ah ! who would strive for fame that flies 

Like forms of mist before the gale 1 

Renown but breathes before it dies — 

A meteor's path ! an idiof s tale ! 

s 
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Beneath retirement's sheltering wing, 
From mad conflicting crowds remote, 

Beside some grove-encircled spring, 
Let wisdom build your humble cot : 

There clasp your fair one to your breast, 
Your eyes impearPd with transport's tear, 

By turns caressing and caress'd — 
Your infant prattlers sporting near. 

Content your humble board shall dress. 
And poverty shall guard your door — 
Of wealth and fame, if you have less 
Than monarchs, you of bliss have more. 
W. M. Johnson, i 771-1797. 
— American. 



REFORMER'S HYMN. 

Man, work out thine own salvation 
In a world of din and strife ; 

Better far than grand ovation 
Is a vahant, honest Ufe ! 

Men have tried to speak in beauty, 
Every word has been a flower ; 

But the stem behests of duty 
They have shrunk from hour to hour ! 
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Ever more the ore of thought 
They have dug with miser's care, 

But that ore have left unwrought 
Into tools with which to dare — 

Into weapons keen and bright, 

Hero-souls might bravely wield, 
Ever making Truth and Right 

Triumph in Time's battle-field ! 

Golden thoughts have through the ages 
Still been gathering, pile on pile ; 

Yet how grief, how madness rages — 
Man is wretched all the while ! ^ 



Truth lies fetter'd still in books, 
As if but a thing to read ; 

It illumes not human looks, 
Nor ennobles every deed I 

Men who world-wide woes may heal 
To incarnate books must vow ! 

Highest truths we must reveal 
By the bearing of the brow ! 

The high chivalry of living 
For the good of all around, 

And the Christ-Uke love of giving, 
Should in every soul abound ! 
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Then the grief, the woe that rages, * 
Shall grow calmer and more calm, 

And adown the coming ages 

Shall be heard life's joyful psalm ! 

Man, work out thine own salvation 

In a world of din and strife ; 
Better far than grand ovation 

Is a valianty honest life ! 

Thomas Knox, i8i8 — 



RICH AND POOR. 

When God built up the dome of blue. 

And portioned earth's prolific floor, 
The measure of His wisdom drew 

A line between the Rich and Poor ; 
And till that vault of glory fall, 

Or beauteous earth be scarr'd with flame. 
Or saving love be all in all, 

That rule of life will rest the same. 

We know not why, we kliow liot how, 
Mankind are framed for weal or woe, — 

But to the Eternal Law we bow; 
If such things are, they must be so. 
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Yet, let no cloudy dreams destroy 

One truth outshining bright and clear, — 

That Wealth abides in Hope and Joy, 
And Poverty in Pain and Fear. 

Behold our children as they play ! 

Blest creatures, fresh from Nature's hand ; 
The peasant boy as great and gay 

As the young heir to gold and land; 
Their various toys of equal worth. 

Their little needs with equal care, 
And halls of marble, huts of earth, 

All homes aUke endeared and fair. 

They know no better ! — ^would that we 

Could keep our knowledge safe from worse ; 
So Power should find and leave us free. 

So Pride be but the owner's curse. 
So, without marking which was which. 

Our hearts would tell, by instinct sure, 
What paupers are the ambitious Rich ! 

How wealthy the contented Poor ! 

Grant us, O God ! but health and heart, 

And strength to keep desire at bay, 
And ours must be the better part, 

Whatever else besets our way. 
Each day may bring sufficient ill ; 

But we can meet and fight it through, 
If Hope sustains the hand of Will, 

And Conscience is our Captain too. 

Richard Monckton Milnes, 1808 — 
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TOUCHSTONE OF ADVERSITY. 

He who hath never warr'd with misery, 
Nor ever tugg-d with fortune and distress, 
Hath had n' occasion nor no field to try 
The strength and forces of his worthiness : 
Those parts of judgment which felicity 
Keeps as concealed, affliction must express ; 
And only men shew their abilities, 
And what they are, in their extremities. 

The world had never taken so full note 

Of what thou art, hadst thou not been undone, 

And only thy affliction hath begot 

More fame than thy best fortunes could have done ; 

For ever by adversity are wrought 

The greatest works of admiration ; 

And all the fair examples of renown 

Out of distress and misery ^e grown. 

Not to be unhappy is unhappiness. 

And misery not to have known misery; 

For the best way unto discretion, is 

The way that leads us by adversity. 

And men are better shewn what is amiss 

By th* expert finger of calamity, 

Than they can be with all that fortune brings. 

Who never shews them the true face of things. 



SONGS OF LIFE AND LABGVR. 2jg 

It is not but the tempest that doth shew 
The seaman's cunnings j but the field that tries 
The captain's courage ; and we come to know 
Best what men are in their worst jeopardies. 
For, lo ! how many have we seen to grow 
To high renown fi-om lowest miseries, 
Out of the hands of death, and many a one 
To have been undone, had they not been undone. 

Samuel Daniel, 1562-1619. 
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WEEP NOT FOR HER. 

Weep not for her ! — Oh, she was far too fair, 
Too pure to dwell on this guilt-tainted earth ! 

The sinless glory, and the golden air 

Of Zion seem'd to claim her from her birth : 

A spirit wander'd from its native zone. 

Which, soon discovering, took her for its own : 

Weep not for her ! 

Weep not for her! — Her span was like the sky. 
Whose thousand stars shine beautiful and bright; 

Like flowers that know not what it is to die j 
Like long-link'd shadeless months of Polar light; 

Like music floating o'er a waveless lake. 

While Echo answers from the flowery brake : 

. Weep not for her ! 
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Weep not for her ! — She died in early youth. 
Ere hope had lost its itch romantic hues ; 

When human bosoms seem'd the homes of truth. 
And earth still gleamed with beauty's radiant dews; 

Her summer-prime waned not to days that freeze ; 

Her wine of life was run not to the lees : 

Weep not for her ! 

Weep not for her ! — By fleet or slow decay, 
It never grieved her bosom's care to mark 

The playmates of her childhood wane away, 
Her prospects wither, or her hopes grow dark ; 

Translated by her God, with spirit shriven. 

She pass'd as 'twere in smiles from earth to heaven 

Weep not for her ! 

Weep not for her ! — It was not hers to feel 
The miseries that corrode amassing years, 

'Gainst dreams of baffled bliss the heart to steel. 
To wander sad down Age's vale of tears ; 

As whirHhe withefd leaves from friendship's tree, 

And on earth's wintry world alone to be : 

Weep not for her ! 

Weep not for her ! — She is an angel now, 

And treads the sapphire floors of Paradise ; 
All darkness wiped from her refulgent brow, 

§ 

Sin, sorrow, suffering, banish'd from her eyes ; 
Victorious over death, to her appear 
The vista'd joys of Heaven's eternal year : 

Weep not for her I 
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Weep not for her 1 — Her memory is the shrine 
Of pleasant thoughts, soft as the scent of flowers; 

Calm as on windless eve the sun's decline; 
Sweet as the song of birds among the bowers; 

Rich as a rainbow with its hues of Hght; 

Pure as the moonshine of an autumn night : 

Weep not for her ! 

Weep not for her ! — There is no cause for woe ; 

But rather nerve the spirit, that it walk 
Unshrinking o'er the thorny paths below, 

And from earth's low defilements keep thee back : 
So, when a few fleet severing years have flown. 
She'll meet thee at Heaven's gate — and lead thee on I 

Weep not for her ! 
D. M. MoiR, 1798-1851. 



WORK ON AND WIN. 

Attend, O Man I 
Uplift the banner of thy kind, 
Advance the ministry of Mind ; 
The mountain height is free to climb,- 
Toil on, — Man's heritage is Time I 

Toil on ! 
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Work on and win : 
Life without work is unenjo)r'd; 
The happiest are the best employed ! — 
Work moves and moulds the mightiest birth. 
And grasps the destinies of earth ! 

Work on I 



Work sows the seed; 
Even the rock may yield its flower, — 
No lot so hard, but human power, 
Exerted to one end and aim. 
May conquer fate, and capture fame I 

Press on ! 



Press onward still; 
In nature's centre lives the fire 
That slow, though sure, doth yet aspire ; 
Through fathoms deep of mould and clay. 
It splits the rocks that bar its way! 

Press on 1 



If nature then 
Lay tame beneath her weight of earth, 
When would her hidden fire know birth % 
Thus Man, through granite Fate, must find 
The path, — the upward path,^-of Mind ! 

Work on i 
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Pause not in fear ; 
Preach no desponding, servile view, — 
Whatever thou wilPst thy Will may do ! 
Strengthen each manly nerve to bend 
Truth's bow, and bid its shaft ascend 1 

Toil on ! 

Be firm of heart ; 
By fusion of unnumbered years 
A continent its vastness rears ! 
A drop, 'tis said, through flint will wear ; 
Toil on, and nature's conquest share ! 

Toil on ! 

Within thyself 
Bright mom, and noon, and night succeed, — 
Power, feeling, passion, thought, and deed; 
Harmonious beauty prompts thy breast,— 
Things angels love, and God hath blest I 

Work on ! 

Work on and win ! 
Shall light from nature's depths arise, 
And thou,, whose mind can grasp the skies. 
Sit down with Fate, and idly rail % — 
No ! — onward ! Let the Truth prevail ! 

Work on ! 

Charles Swain, 1803— 



284 SONGS OF LIFE AND LABOUR. 



A BEGGAR THROUGH THE WORLD 

AM I. 

A BEGGAR through the world am I, — 

From place to place I wander by. 

Fill up my pilgrim's scrip for me, 

For Christ's sweet sake and charity ! 

A little of thy steadfastness, 

Rounded with leafy gracefulness. 

Old oak, give me, — 

That the world's blasts may round me blow, 

And I peld gently to and fro. 

While my stout-hearted trunk below 

And firm-set roots unmoved be. 

Some of thy stem, unjdelding might, 

Enduring still through day and night 

Rude tempest-shock and withering blight, — 

That I may keep at bay 

The changeful April sky of chance. 

And the strong tide of circumstance, — 

Give me, old granite gray. 

Some of thy moumfulness serene, 

Some of thy never-dying green, 

Put in this scrip of mine, — 

That griefs may fall like snow-flakes light, 

And deck me in a robe of white. 

Ready to be an angel bright, — 

O sweetly-mournful pine. 



— American, 
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A little of thy merriment, 
Of thy sparkling, light content, . 
Give me, my cheerful brook, — 
That I may still be full of glee 
And gladsomeness, where'er I be, 
Though fickle fate hath prisoned me 
In some neglected nook. 

Ye have been very kind and good 
To me, since I Ve been in the wood ; 
Ye have gone nigh to fill my heart ; 
But good-bye, kind fiiends, every one, 
I Ve far to go ere set of sun ; 
Of all good things I would have part, 
The day was high ere I could start. 
And so my journey 's scarce begun. 

Heaven help me ! how could I forget 
To beg of thee, dear violet ! 
Some of thy modesty. 
That flowers here as well, unseen, 
As if before the world thou 'dst been. 
Oh give, to strengthen me. 

J. R. Lowell, 1819 — 



r(%^i^ 



OURSELVES. 



Nay, be not discouraged ; why should you repine 
Because you your destiny cannot divine ? 
There 's One who discerns every secret desire — 
Who knows to what heights of delight you aspire ; 
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And be sure all He doeth is done for the best : 
Let contentment then brood like a dove in your breast; 
For often we grumble with Fortune and Fate, 
When half of our sorrows ourselves we create. 

In vain we, may sigh some dear object to gain, 
If we use not the means the desire to obtain ; 
For there 's truth in the fable, and well 'tis I feel 
To trust what old Hercules says of the wheel 
The pearls may lie deep 'neath the ocean's dark wave. 
But the jewel is only secured by the brave : 
And victors in Life's mighty battle are still 
Perseverance, with Truth, and a resolute Will. 

Oh ! those who preach doctrines of faith without works, 
In their hearts I'm suspicious that indolence lurks ; 
And to drones in the hive I 'm«. pitiless foe; 
For why should they reap who help never to sow? 
As for ill-luck, believe me, Exertion and Will 
Are giants of prowess, of conquering skill ; 
And the heart that 's in earnest no bars can impede. 
Its certain prerogative is to succeed. 

Never think of the fearful, the coward's word, " fail ;" 
Nor at Fortune, or Fate, or Society rail ; 
But your heart and your actions with faithfulness read, 
And, believe me, you '11 find why you do not succeed. 
Wait not then a moment, but strike to the root 
Of the evil, and start on some noble pursuit ; 
And be not unjust when you murmur at Fate, 
One half of your sorrows yourself you create. 

Rowland Brown, 1837 — 
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THE VOICE OF CHEER. 

From Heaven there comes a voice of cheer, 

In sunshine and in shade ; 
Though oft its tones we will not hear, 

When most we need their aid. 
Did we but listen, we should feel 

Our heavy hearts grow light ; 
And gather strength, in woe or weal, 

To tread the path of right. 

It whispers o'er the cradled child, 

Fast locked in peaceful sleep, 
Ere its pure soul is sin-beguiled, 

Ere sorrow bids it weep. 
It soothes the mother's ear with hope. 

Like sweet bells' silver chime. 
And bodies forth the unknown scope 

Of dark mysterious Time. 

Tis heard in manhood's risen day. 

And nerves the soul to might. 
When life shines forth with fullest ray. 

Forewarning least of night. 
It speaks of noble ends to gain, 

A world to mend by love. 
That tempers strength of hand and brain 

With softness of the dove. 
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It £dk upon the aged ear, 

Thou^ deaf to hmnan voice ; 
And when man's evening closes drear. 

It bids him still lejoice. 
It tells of bliss beyond the grave. 

The parted soul to thrill; 
The guerdon of the truly brave. 

Who fought the powers of ilL 

ANommous. 



■-:.^*> 



HONOUR, GREATNESS, AND FAMK 

Honour and shame from no condition rise; 

Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 

Fortune in men has some small difference made, 

One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ; 

The cobbler apron'd, and the parson gown'd, 

The friar hooded, and the monarch crown'd. 

" What differ more," you cry, " than crown and cowl V 

I '11 tell you, friend ! a wise man and a fool. 

You '11 find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 

Or, cobbler-like, the parson will be drunk, 

Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow ; 

The rest is all but leather or prunella. 

Stuck o'er with titles, and hung round with strings, 
That thou mayst be by kings, and whores of kings. 
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Boast the pure blood of an illustrious race, 

In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece ; 

But by your lather's worth if yours you rate, 

Count me those only who were good and great 

Go 1 if your ancient^ but ignoble blood 

Has crept through scoundrels ever since the flood, 

Go 1 and pretend your family is young ; 

Nor own your fathers have been fools so long. 

AVhat can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards 1 

Alas ! not all the blood of all the Howards. 

Look next on Greatness ; say where Greatness lies ? 
" Where but among the Heroes and the Wise 1" 
Heroes are much the same, the point 's agreed, 
From Macedonia's madman to the Swede ; 
The whole strange purpose of their lives to find, 
Or make, an enemy of all mankind. 
Not one looks backward, onward still he goes. 
Yet ne'er looks forward further than his nose. 
No less alike the Politic and Wise; 
All sly slow things, with circumspective eyes : 
Man in their loose unguarded hours they take, 
Not that themselves are wise, but others weak. 
But grant that those can conquer, these can cheat ; 
'Tis phrase absurd to call a villain great : 
Who wickedly is wise, or madly brave, 
Is but the more a fool, the more a knave. 
Who noble ends by noble means obtains, 
Or failing, smiles in exile or in chains, 
Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 
Like Socrates, that man is great indeed 
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What 's Fame 1 a fancied life in others' breath, 
A thing beyond us, even before our death. 
Just what you hear, you have, and what 's imknown, 
The same (my Lord) if TuUy's, or your own. 
All that we feel of it begins and ends 
In the small circle of our foes or friends ; 
To all beside as much an empty shade 
An Eugene living, .as a Caesar dead: 
Alike or when, or where, they shone, or shine, 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine. 
A Wit's a feather, and a Chief a rod; 
An honest man 's the noblest work of God. 
Fame but from death a villain's name can save. 
As justice tears his body from the grave ; 
When what f obhvion better were resign'd. 
Is hung on high, to poison half mankind. 
All fame is foreign, but of true desert ; 
Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart : 
One self-approving hour whole years outweighs 
Of stupid starers, and of loud huzzas ; 
And more true joy Marcellus exiled feels. 
Than Cxsar with a senate at his heels. 

Alexander Pope, i 688-1 744. 
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GRAVE THESE COUNSELS ON THY SOUL. 

(written in friars-carse hermitage, on nithside.) 

Thou whom chance may hither lead, 
Be thou clad in russet weed. 
Be thou decked in silken stole. 
Grave these counsels on thy soul I 

Life is but a day at most, 
Sprung from night, in darkness lost ; 
Hope not sunshine every hour. 
Fear not clouds will always lour. 

As Youth and Love, with sprightly dance. 
Beneath thy morning star advance. 
Pleasure with her sjnren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair ; 
Let Prudence bless Enjoyment's cup, 
Then raptured sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high. 
Life's meridian flaming nigh. 
Dost thou spurn the humble vale ? 
Life's proud summits wouldst thou scale ? 
Check thy climbing step, elate. 
Evils lurk in felon wait ; 
Dangers, eagle-pinion'd, bold. 
Soar around each clifly hold, 
While cheerful Peace, with linnet song. 
Chants the lowly dells among. 
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As the shades of evening close, 
Beckoning thee to long repose ; 
As life itself becomes disease, 
Seek the chimney-nook of ease. 
There ruminate with sober thought 
On all thou 'st seen, and heard, and wrought ; 
And teach the sportive younkers round 
Saws of experience, sage and sound. 
Say, man's true genuine estimate, 
The grand criterion of his fate, 
Is not, art thou high or low] 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow 1 
Did many talents gild thy span \ 
Or frugal Nature grudge thee one ? 
Tell them, and press it on their mind. 
As thou thyself must shortly find. 
The smile or firown of awful Heaven 
To Virtue or to Vice is given. 
Say, to be just, and kind, and wise, 
There soUd self-enjoyment lies ; 
That foolish, selfish, faithless ways 
Lead to be wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resigned and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep ; 
Sleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn shall never break. 
Till future life, future no more. 
To light and joy the good restore, 
To light and joy unknown before. 

Robert Burns, 1759-1796. 
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HAPPINESS OF HUMBLE WORTH. 

He is the happy man whose life e'en now 

Shews somewhat of that happier Ufe to come ; 

Who, doom'd to an obscure but humble state, 

Is pleased with it, and, were he free to choose. 

Would make his fate his choice; whom peace, the fruit 

Of virtue, and whom virtue, fruit of faith. 

Prepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 

Content indeed to sojourn while he must 

Below the skies, but having there his home. 

The world overlooks him in her busy search 

Of objects, more illustrious in her view ; 

And, occupied as earnestly as she, 

Though more sublimely, he overlooks the world. 

She scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not ; 

He seeks not hers, for he has proved them vain. 

He cannot skim the ground Uke summer birds 

Pursuing gilded flies ; and such he deems 

Her honours, her emoluments, her joys. 

Therefore in Contemplation is his bliss. 

Whose power is such, that whom she lifts from earth 

She makes familiar with a heaven unseen, 

And shews him glories yet to be reveaUd. 

Not slothftil he, though seeming unemployed, 
And censured oft as useless. Stillest streams 
Oft water fairest meadows, and the bird 
That flutters least is longest on the wing. 
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Ask him, indeed, 'what trophies he has raised. 
Or what achievements of immortal fame 
He purposes, and he shall answer — None. 
His warfare is within. There, unfatigued, 
His fervent spirit labours. There he fights, 
And there obtains fresh triumphs o'er himself 
And never-withering wreaths, compared with which 
The laurels that a Caesar reaps are weeds. 
Perhaps the self-approving haughty world. 
That as she sweeps him with her whistling silks 
Scarce deigns to notice him, or, if she see. 
Deems him a cipher in the works of God, 
Receives advantage from his noiseless hours, 
Of which she little dreams. Perhaps she owes 
Her sunshine and her rain, her blooming spring 
And plenteous harvest, to the prayer he makes. 
When, Isaac-like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at eventide. 
And think on her who thinks not for herselC 

Forgive him, then, thou bustler in concerns 
Of little worth, an idler in the best. 
If, author of no mischief and some good. 
He seek his proper happiness by means 
That may advance, but cannot hinder, thine. 
Nor, though he tread the secret path of hfe. 
Engage no notice, and enjoy much ease, 
Accoimt him an encumbrance on the state. 
Receiving benefits, and rendering none. 
His sphere, though humble, if that humble sphere 
Shine with his fair example, and though smaU 



f 
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His influence, if that influence all be spent 
In soothing sorrgw and in quenching strife, 
In aiding helpless indigence, in works 
From which at least a grateful few derive 
Some taste of comfort in a world of woe ; 
Then let the supercilious great confess 
He serves his country, recompenses well 
The state, beneath the shadow of whose vine 
He sits secure, and in the scale of life 
Holds no ignoble, though a slighted, place. 

William Cowper, 1731-1800. 
■The Task. 



FAME. 

Oh, who shall lightly say that Fame 
Is nothing but an empty name ! 
Whilst in that sound there is a charm 
The nerves to brace, the heart to warm, 
As, thinking of the mighty dead, 
The young from slothful couch wiU start, 
And vow, with lifted hands outspread. 
Like them to act a noble part) 

Oh, who shall lightly say that Fame 
Is nothing but an empty name ! 
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When, but for those, our mighty dead, 
AU ages past a blank wotdd be, 
Sunk in oblivion's murky bed, 
A desert bare, a shipless sea ? 
They are the distant objects seen, — 
The lofty marks of what hath been. 

Oh, who shall lightly say that Fame 
Is nothing but an empty name f 
When memory of the mighty dead 
To earth-worn pilgrim's wistful eye 
The brightest rays of cheering shed, 
That point to immortality ? 

Joanna Baillie, 1762-1851. 
'Metrical Legends, 



THE BEST ESTATE. 

The heart it hath its own estate-— 
The mind it hath its wealth untold ; 

It needs not fortune to be great 
While there 's a coin surpassing gold. 

No matter which way fortune leans. 
Wealth makes not happiness secure ; 

A little mind hath little means-— 
A narrow heart is always poor. 
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V  

Stem fate the greatest still enthralls, 
And misery hath its high compeers : 

For sorrow enters palace halls, 
And queens are not exempt from tears. 



Tlie princely robe and beggar's coat, 
The scythe and sword, the plume and 
plough, 

Are in the grave of equal note — 
Men live but in th' eternal " Now I" 

Still disappointment tracks the proud, 
The bravest 'neath defeat may fall : 

The high, the rich, the courtly crowd 
Find there 's calamity for all. 

• 

'Tis not the house that honour makes — 
True honour is a thing divine : 

It is the mind precedence takes — 
It is the spirit makes the shrine. 

So keep thou yet a generous heart, 
A steadfast and contented mind ; 

And not till death consent to part 
With that which friend to fiiend doth bind. 

What's uttei'd from the life within 
Is heard not by the life without; 

There 's always something to begin 
'Twixt life in faith and life in doubt 
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But gvi^p thou Truth, though bleak appears 
The rugged path her steps have trgd ; 

She '11 be thy friend in other spheres — 
Companion in the world of God. 

Thus dwelling with the wise and good — 
The rich in thought, the great in soul — 

Man's mission may be understood, 
And part prove equal to the whole ! 

We know not half we may possess, 
Nor what awaits, nor what attends, — 

We 're richer far than we may guess. 
Rich as eternity extends. 

The heart it hath its own estate, 
The mind it hath its wealth untold ; 

It needs not fortune to be great, 
While there 's a coin surpassing gold ! 

Charles Swain, 1803 — 



UNKNOWN HEROES. 

Oh ! 'mid the dazzle and the glare 
Of this world's fleeting show, 

How many stout hearts sink beneath 
A weight of battled woe — 
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Heroes whose names are scarcely laeathed 

Beyond home's humble hearth — 
Who live unknown — unreck*d-of die — 

The Brave Souls of the Earth ! 

And genius, glory, love to shed 

Around the warrior's name; 
And in verse or story consecrate 

Their own bright sons to Fame \ 
Thus morn's glad halo hovers o'er 

Proud peaks that pierce the sky, 
While shrouded in obhvion's gloom 

The lowly valleys lie. 

Yet in the hidden vales of life 

Are battles fought and won — 
Genius, though seeking not the blaze 

Of Fame's too partial sun; 
There oft are Fortune's stem scowls met. 

Griefs uncomplaining borne — 
With only God and Hope to cheer 

Lone hearts with sorrow worn. 

There have I seen strong men grow pale 

Beneath the gripe of Want, 
Disease's famish'd phantom form 

The lowly dwelHng haunt. 
And Death the parent's fond hopes crush. 

Relentless, one by one. 
While from the gloom the sufF'rers look'd, 

And breathed, " Heaven's will be done !" 
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God knows, Wealth's fEivourites ne'er can know 

The fortitude sublime 
That nerves the poor man's soul to keep 

Unstain'd by vice and crime ; 
When the partner of his wretchedness^ 

The children of his heart, 
In looks of misery bid the tears 

Of helpless sorrow start 

Tis music to the soldiefs soul 

When a nation's proud acclaim 
Greets him the laurell'd conqueror 

In war's unhallow'd game ; 
But loftier joy that hero boasts, 

Who, toiling up life's road, 
By unseen triumphs wins the smiles 

Of conscience and of God 4 

« 

s 

Like the lonely bark that ploughs her way 

Far on the dreary deep, 
And sinks (unmark'd by all save Heaven) 

Beneath the storm's wild sweep, 
Earth's unknown heroes silently 

The world's rough tempest brave, 
And, gliding noteless o'er life's waste, sink 

To a fameless grave. 

Yet, what though unknown, ye warriors, if 

Ye war for Truth and Love 1 
Unmark'd below, your silent lives 

Are register'd above ; 
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When the blood-bought laurels of the field 

Beneath Tirhe's touch shall die. 
Ye nameless ones of earth shall shine - , 

In Heaven eternally 1 

In that all-glorious land beyond 

The grave's dark wilderness, 
Where titles, riches, sounding names, 

Sink into nothingness, 
The wretched beggar's tatter'd garb, 

By honest virtue worn, 

Shall laugh the crime-stain'd diadems , 

Of guilty kings to scorn. * 

, Anonymou*. 

A 



 • 
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THE BEAUTIFUL. 

Walk with the Beautiful and with the Grand, 
Let nothing on the earth thy feet deter ; 

Sorrow may lead thee weeping by the hand. 
But give not all thy bosom-thoughts to her : 

Walk with the Beautiful. 

I hear thee say, "The Beautiful! what is it?-' 
Oh, thou art darkly ignorant 1 Be sure 

'Tis no long weary road its form to visit, 

For thou canst make it smile beside thy door : 

Then love the Beautiful ! 
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Ay, love it ! 'tis a sister that will bless, 

And teach thee patience when the heart is lonely; 
The angels love it, for they wear its dress, 

And thou art made a little lower only : 

Then love the Beautifiil ! 



Sgh for it !— clasp it when 'tis in thy way, 

Be its idolater, as of a maiden ! 
Thy parents bend to it, and more than they; 

Be thou its worshipper. Another Eden 

Comes with the Beautiful I 



Some boast its presence in a Grecian face ; 

Some, on a favourite warbler of the skies : 
But be not fooFd ! where'er thine eye might trace. 

Seeking the Beautiful, it will ari^e : 

Then seek it everywhere. 

Thy bosom is its mint, the workmen are 

Thy thoughts, and they must coin for thee : believing 
The Beautiful exists in every star. 

Thou makest it so ; and art thyself deceiving. 

If otherwise thy faith. 

Thou seest Beauty in the violef s cup. 

I'll teach thee miracles ! Walk on this heath. 
And say to the neglected flower, " Look up. 

And be thou Beautiful!" If thou hast faith, 

It will obey thy word. 
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One thing I warn thee : bow no knee to gold; 

Less innocent it makes the guilelesi tongue; 
It turns the feelings prematurely old; 

And they who keep tlisir best affections young 

Best love the Beautiful 

E. H. BURRINGTON, 1 848. 



STRIVE, WAIT, AND PRAY. 

Strive ; yet I do not promise 

The prize you dream of to-day 
Will not fado. when you think to grasp it, 

And melt in your hand away ; 
But another and holier treasure, 

You would now perchance disdain, 
Will come when your toil is over. 

And pay you for all your pain. 

Wait ; yet I do not tell you 

The hour you long for now 
Will not come with its radiance vanished 

And a shadow upon its brow ; 
Yet far through the misty future. 

With a crown of stany light, 
An hour of joy you know not * 

Is winging her silent flight 
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Pray ; though the gift you ask for 

May never comfort your fears, 
MaJ' never repay your pleading, 

Yet pi^y, and with hopeful tears; 
An answer, not that you long for, 

But diviner, will come one day; 
Your eyes are too dim to see it, 

Yet strive, and wait, and pray ! 

Adelaide Anne Procter, 1826-1864. 
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